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	1. Prologue

**Prologue**

* * *

><p><strong>"That guy's got to stop... he'll see us."<strong>

**-James Dean's last words, prior to a fatal car crash**

* * *

><p>Sometimes I think about life, about the meaning of it all.<p>

Doing what you want with it, that is, enjoying what you do for a living... that's the name of the game.

Get up, go to work, come home, rest, go back again. You spend more than half of your life working. Why can't it be something you enjoy? If you can make money doing what you love to do; doing something that doesn't feel like a job... then you win.

That's happiness.

For me, happiness came from astronomy. I love it very much, and I always have. I love the stars. I love the planets. I love the galaxies.

I love the sky. I see stars dancing in the night, and I imagine myself flying among them.

I adore the sky.

I was in the right place for it all. My major was Astronomy, in the University of Colorado.

It was the first big school I'd gone to. I was so accustomed to cheaper schools that this one felt prestigious. I felt like I shouldn't be there, but the scholarship I'd earned from the grades I earned in community college made me feel proud. That scholarship covered $12,500 of my $18,000 tuition this first semester.

My first semester was... interesting. I was adjusting through most of it, but I enjoyed my time so far. It was spent learning more about the subject I so adored. I almost didn't want it to end.

It's positively therapeutic.

Still, money was an issue. Even with the scholarship... money...

Well, money's _always_ an issue. We're not a rich family (not until I discover something awesome in the sky that nobody else noticed, anyway) by any extent. We're certainly not poor, but...

I'd never used a student loan before, because I hear horrible things about loans taking your hard earned money and your very soul as payment. Grants and a scholarship were sufficient enough to bring tuition at community college down to a level we could reasonably afford each year. Now, in my job (I sell Magipeel Vegetable Peelers), I earn a 4% commission on an $8 fixed rate, over a $4 item. I guess the commission is to make you feel better. Or maybe it's so I don't have to be paid minimum wage, which happens to be $8.50.

Needless to say, I don't make too much money. I have to work when I get off class most days, and my mind was on the financial situation I was soon to bear as I drove out into the snow (it having started about an hour before I left).  
>Even with my meagre pay, I've asked multiple times if someone needs me to help pay my tuition, or if I'm needed to help pay a bill or two.<p>

My mother never wants to take my money, and she always tells me that she'll let me know if she needs it. My father says I can give him some money for car insurance (I hear Veiko saves you 16% or more) each month. Frankly, as long as I make over $100 a month (which I do, unless it's an exceptionally slow month, such as following the holiday season), I'd be golden in that regard.

I was jerked out of my thoughts by my vehicle. I was on the highway on my way to class again, and I started to fishtail. I was beginning to lose control of the car, but I managed to right myself and escape a rear-ending I would've given to the SUV in front of me. I ended up in the left most lane after all was said and done. I righted the skid, and I was moving along normally again.

I sighed in relief, having almost spun out in weather like this before. I just needed to get out of this lane and back to the right most, because that's where the exits are.

I heard tires screeching. I checked my rearview mirror- nothing. I looked at the SUV- nothing (except the driver giving me the finger). The last thing I managed to do was look up. I saw a car careen into oncoming traffic, and we collided head on.

Maybe I should've just rear-ended the SUV.

End of Prologue

* * *

><p><strong>...<strong>

**Yeah, it's one of those. You know, one of those "If it's enjoyable, then it stays, and if not, then I shoot it." Well, not shoot it. I mean, delete... yeah. What I'm trying to say is, what do you think so far? I know there's not a whole lot to work with yet, but it'll come.**

**This story is essentially banged out already. Last I checked, I've got 20 chapters, and probably not very long ones at that. **

**Yeah, I know. "But Chuck. Chuck. Chuuuuuuck. Chuck. But Chuck! What does this have to do with _How To Train Your Dragon?_" We'll get there. I'm not a nice person to my characters, remember? Or if you're new, then guess what? I'm not nice to my characters. Actually, I'm just not nice. Except for when I'm working and I get paid to be nice.**

**Next chapter covers this guy (his name is revealed then as well) receiving medical treatment for the head-on collision he just had, and there's a little more, too. I think.**


	2. In Spite of the Heavenly Morphine

**Chapter 1**

**In Spite of the Heavenly Morphine**

* * *

><p><strong>"Astronomy is the equivalent of scientific sex."<strong>

**-Anonymous Astronomy Professor**

* * *

><p>I didn't lose consciousness, but when the pain welled up, I wished I did. I opened my eyes (a searing pain shot through the left one and I couldn't see through it), and found my head on my horn. The sound gradually came back to me, but the horn only continued going for so long before it cut out, probably due to the crash.<p>

I heard a car door open and shut, and then another open and shut. There were quick footsteps and there was a knock on my window. I rolled my eyes in spite of the great pain to see the guy that crashed into me- he somehow escaped injury.

"Hey, don't move, kid. Don't move a muscle, you hear me?"

I felt blood beginning to leak out of my mouth and nose.

I heard another voice.

"There's been a bad accident on 93... no, I'm not involved. Two cars collided. One guy's walking around. He looks alright. The other guy is just mangled. Uh-huh. By exit 53. Just send someone quick."

The guy talking took a few steps towards us.

"Listen, man. I've got an extinguisher in my rig there. Lemme get it in case this thing catches fire."

I'd started shaking, like I was cold. My breathing was heavy, and very painful. I found it difficult to remain coherant, but I made every effort not to move too much.

I had to credit the emergency services response time. It didn't take them five minutes to get to us. Or, maybe it did. At this point, I was slipping in and out of consciousness. The guy that crashed into me kept yelling, telling me I'd be fine.

"I'm so sorry about this, kid. I wish it were you yelling to me right now."

The emergency personnel couldn't open my door. They had to use the Jaws of Life, or another hydraulic rescue tool.

When I was conscious again, I was in an ambulance being treated. I didn't stay conscious for very long.

I found myself in darkness, hovering above my mangled body. Suddenly, I could see through my left eye again. I felt good. Fantastic, even.

"My, my..." uttered a voice. Floating next to me was a beautiful woman in a white dress with red markings. She smiled mournfully at me. "You poor thing."

I said nothing, simply choosing to stare at the heart monitor in the ambulance. It was flatlining.

"Fear not the darkness, young one. Man's machines will chase it away this time."

She poked me in the chest and I felt a jolt. Then, she did it again, and I pulled in a breath of air from the gurney again. My body was racked with pain, and I was rapidly taken from the ambulance. Again, consciousness left me.

This time, I was out for a long while. I have no recollection of anything in that span of time. All I know is, when I woke up, the first thing I heard was a steady beeping.

My pain was dull. I opened my eyes (or eye, as there was a bandage over the other one) and the first thing I saw was a morphine drip, and I'd then learned just how much I heart morphine.

I would've said something, but there was a tube down my throat. It was helping me stay alive, I'm sure. Or my doctor is just a sadistic douche.

"Richard Miller... I hope you're feeling a bit better."

I tried to roll my eyes to the voice, but I felt a sharp pain in my left (even in spite of the heavenly morphine), and the heart monitor reflected the pain, if the BEEBEEP was any indication.

The voice, as if understanding my attempt, walked into my field of vision. It was a pudgy man with pink cheeks and not a hair on his head.

"I'm Greg Peabody, your physician. Listen carefully: You were in a near fatal car accident. Your eye was blown out, you punctured a lung, you broke nine ribs, and your stomach was perforated. Your heart stopped en route for nearly a minute."

At this point, the heart monitor went from steady beeping to fast paced beeping. Good ol' Dr. Peabody, though... he wasn't done.

"You underwent surgery, where you nearly died again. That was a few days ago now. Presently, you're stable. We have you on antibiotics as a deterrant against infection. Your insurance is covering this treatment, don't worry."

Good. I'd have wanted to be unplugged if it didn't.

I was struggling with the prospects I was presented with for a long while. After a few days, some things fell into place to my great relief. My professors, having heard of my accident and hospitalization, gave me a W in my classes and I was offered a re-take when I recovered. One professor told me that I was lucky to some degree. When he taught in California, one of his students was hit by a car on the way home and killed instantly.

The tube came out eventually, and I could breathe on my own again. My family and friends were surrounding me, I was given "Get Well Soon" cards from my classes and those that could not visit, and I was made only to rest. Even my place of work sent me a card.

Then, things took a turn, as they will.

I don't know what happened. I was watching a TV show about a fake psychic detective called _Gotcha!_ and all at once I had a problem breathing.

I felt my heart start beating erratically, and my mother stood up.

"Rick? Ricky, what's wrong?"

She left the room as quickly as she could looking for a doctor. At this point, I was no longer struggling, and I didn't feel my heart beating anymore (the machine told me it was still going, albeit slowly).

When Peabody got to the room, he kicked those visiting me out.

"He's had an event. We'll do what we can."

I felt myself shiver, and then my body... again, I felt fantastic. There was no more pain. I felt no stress. I was ageless.

The heart monitor was flatlining again.

Peabody tried to work on me. For a split second I felt again, but it only lasted a moment, which is what a split second is, if you didn't know. He called for more doctors, they tried the defibrillator again, but... it didn't work.

They worked on me for another ten minutes. Peabody looked at his watch.

"Time of death: 5:32 PM. I'm sorry, son. I'm so sorry."

With those words, he shut my eyes and pulled the blanket over my head.

_Though the passing is painful, the sleep is peaceful. Requiescat in pace._

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>1, 145 words. I forgot to upload this part yesterday.<strong>

**I've never been on morphine myself, but I've heard that it doesn't get rid of your pain. It makes you forget you had any.**

**Next chapter covers what happens after death. And you read it here on fanfiction, so it's obviously factual. **

**Finally, and I forgot to mention this earlier, but imagine this guy being from a universe where the _How To Train Your Dragon_ franchise does not exist.**


	3. Like A Dying Hyena

**Chapter 2**

**Like A Dying Hyena**

* * *

><p><strong>"It's stopped."<strong>

**-Joseph Henry Green's last words, upon taking his own pulse**

* * *

><p>It was relaxing. There was no pain. I was flying.<p>

I was _flying._ The breeze was cool against my face. I didn't want it to end. Nothing hurt anymore. Something told me I was perfectly healthy. I thought nothing could ruin that feeling.

Then I opened my eyes and a realization hit me.

I wasn't flying. I was _falling_. I was falling to the ocean beneath me.

I didn't have time to think. I righted myself in the air and made sure to hit the water feet first. I sunk deep, and the water was freezing.

I mean it. Freezing. I couldn't feel my fingers or toes from the moment I stopped sinking. I fought the urge to gasp, and I forced myself to the surface.

I looked straight up, trying to see where I fell from, but I saw nothing. I didn't have time to think about it then. I looked around for any sign of land and to my great relief I found an archipelago, maybe a mile out from my position.

Now, I'm a strong swimmer. I mean it. I'm really, really good. However, just how good I was at swimming didn't matter much in the water I was in. It was much too cold. Before I'd made it one hundred feet, I was exhausted. I knew why, too.

It was, well, too cold. My body was redirecting blood from my extremities to my core in an attempt at keeping me alive, but in so doing, my swimming abilities are limited. So I screamed, which is what I think you're supposed to do in that particular situation. Scream.

I probably sounded like a dying hyena. I screamed and screamed, trying to get some form of help before I drowned. While I was struggling to stay afloat (and screaming, I can't stress that enough), I got mouthfuls of the ocean water that surrounded me, which may have contributed to my getting sick. More on that later, though.

My screams continued for... I don't know how long. My mind got as tired as my arms and legs. I remember my screams getting fainter and fainter. I also remember being jerked upwards by the armpits and hearing a female voice say something. I assumed I was being pulled onto a ship, and then I passed out again.

X-X

I really needed to stop doing that. Passing out, that is. It seemed like for the better part of my short term memory I've been having roller coaster dreams. I was finding it difficult to know what was real anymore. Was I really in that accident?

I think I was. Don't they say you can't feel pain in a dream? I felt pain in that instance. No, I felt agony.

While I was in the hospital, I didn't feel much pain, if any at all. I thank morphine for that (and while we're on the subject, thank God for morphine, because if pain is a flawed gear in our design, then morphine is the lube that makes it run normally again), but then again, it could've been a dream. Perhaps everything that's occurred thus far actually WAS a dream, and I only think I felt pain. How do I know I am who I am? How do I know you are who you are?

I'd chalked the nearly drowning thing to another crazy dream, and I thought I was in my room at home. I even dismissed the car accident as a dream that was so realistic, I even felt the pain. You know, as I've already said.

I felt very ill now, though. My body was covered by a few blankets and there was a cloth over my eyes, but even so I felt cold. I couldn't smell anything, my head hurt, and my stomach ached. I imagined recent events were spawned by whatever kind of illness plagued me this time. I have weird dreams when I'm sick.

The bed was sturdy at best, which was exactly the way I liked it. For a while, I heard nothing, and I was weighing whether or not to go get another blanket from my closet, because I was shivering.

I didn't get up, though. Doing so meant exposing myself to the freezing cold air around me that probably wasn't realistically freezing cold. I was also quite comfortable and about ready to fall asleep again.

In fact, I think I may have done so, albeit only for a few moments (a ladybug passing gas would wake me up). I heard the floor creaking outside my room (as it usually did, courtesy of termite damage that still wasn't resolved, $1,200 later), and I assumed it was my mother. I suddenly wanted to see her very much, possibly to assure myself that everything I was remembering was a dream.

"Ma," I half-groaned, half called. The footfalls, until then retreating to another room, stopped, and changed direction. I heard a door open, and then I heard the footfalls better.

They were erratic, actually. This person walked with a thuTHUMP instead of a "Thump Thump Thump Thump Thump..."

"Hey," said a voice that in no way belonged to my mother. "Sorry, stranger. I'm not your Ma."

I said nothing. I felt a hand take the cloth from my eyes and my sight was flooded by a room

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>910 words. Yeah, this'll probably be full of shorter chapters. You know, like this one.<strong>

**I am well aware of the fact that there is no period at the end of the final sentence of the chapter. Imagine this guy describing to you what was going on, and then abruptly stopping with an expression not unlike "0.0" on his face.**

**Next chapter is from someone else's POV. His name is Jay Baruchel. (Did I butcher that? I'm pretty sure I did.)**

**Now, bring me the head of a pig, and a goblet of something cool and refreshing! (It's alright, I'll get it myself.)**

**I'm going to go to sleep now.**


	4. Riding and Habitual Drinking

**Chapter Three**

**Riding and Habitual Drinking**

* * *

><p><strong>"I am become death, the destroyer of worlds."<strong>

**-J. Robert Oppenheimer**

* * *

><p>He was a slender kid like me with shortish brown hair. His eyes were blue, but they were open so wide I was afraid they might pop out. He stared at me with an indescribable look on his face. Horror won't cut it.<p>

I suppose I could say that, if all the stress, anguish, and utter disaster I've sown upon my village in the past materialized as one living being, it would be this fellow we had recovering from fever.

"My name's Hiccup," I said. "What's your name?"

He didn't respond. He just kept staring at me, eyes as wide as they could safely be; from that stare and his silence I figured that he wasn't sure of where he was.

On Berk, we ride dragons. Of course, there are still people from the mainland to other archipelagos that view our friends as monsters. Some of those people have very large armies; larger squads than Berk's entire force. We were good, but... if our neighbors found out about how we view dragons, there could be trouble.

If Hyrule's army found out, for example... Berk wouldn't be Berk anymore, and the dragons would be gone.

I bring up our friends for a reason: I wasn't sure where this guy was from yet, though I didn't think he was someone I couldn't trust (I'm usually pretty good at reading people). One of my fellow riding instructors found him drowning about a mile out to sea and brought him here. We figured he was shipwrecked, but Astrid claimed not to have seen any debris in the water. We sent out a few ships nonetheless.

"Where are you from?" I asked. Still, I was met with no response. He simply stared. I understood why he said nothing. He was shaking, and I was sure there was more to it than just the fever. He hardly even blinked. He could've passed for a statue if he'd only stopped shaking.

Still, I didn't want him to feel like I was interrogating him (which I wasn't), so I patted him on the shoulder and smiled.

"That's okay, I'll do the talking for now. You're on Berk. I don't know if you've ever heard of it before, so I'll just say it: We get five or six days of warm weather each year. The food is bland, the snow is heavy, and there's not much to do here other than one or two hobbies: riding and habitual drinking. I'll explain the former later."

I took a breath, and looked back at him. His eyes weren't so wide anymore. They looked like they were drooping, like he was getting tired again. We only reeled him in earlier in the day, anyway.

"I'm sorry, I don't mean to keep you from resting. You _do_ have a fever."

He was still silent.

"Before I stop bugging you, do you want a drink? We've got water, milk, and I can make some tea if you want it."

He shook his head slightly. I smiled again.

"Well, I'll be right in the other room if you want something, okay? Just call and I'll come right back. In the meantime, try to get some more rest. I'll bring up dinner in a few hours."

With that, I stood and headed for the door.

"H-hey," the kid said quietly. "M- m- my name's Rick."

I turned back and smiled.

"Rick, huh? It's nice to meet you. Now, get some rest, okay? We'll talk more over dinner."

He said nothing else, and I walked out of the room.

Good talk!

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>614 words.<strong>

**I have to count merchandise tomorrow night. 8:30 pm until 5:30 am, I'll be taking inventory. Then I get to go to a doctor's appointment. Same day, in the morning.**

**Needless to say, this story won't be my top priority after I'm done. **

**I decided I didn't like "Come Fly With Me" as a different story name (I find it sounds fantastic with three glasses of Jack and sleep deprivation in you), so I changed it back to what I originally wanted to go with: What Price Glory.**

**Next chapter covers Rick's reaction to recent events. I've got the beginning done, and I have to say the first lines are some of my better work. **

**That thing at the bottom there? That's for reviews. If you want, you can tell me what I've done right or wrong so far in that box. If you don't want to, then that's cool too. Thanks for stopping anyway. And you see that thing at the top of the page? It's where you type URLs, which direct you to internet pages. Cool, huh?**

**I'm not advertising anything. I'm just teaching you how to internet like a boss.**


	5. Hiccup Horrendous Hairy Hacking Hathead

**Chapter 4our**

**Hiccup Horrendous Hairy Hacking Hathead**

* * *

><p><strong>"We have nothing to fear but fear itself."<strong>

**-Franklin Delano Roosevelt**

* * *

><p><strong>FUCK!<strong>

Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuck...

Oh, man... Oh, no... Oh, fuck.

I zone out once, and what happens? I end up in a car crash, I nearly drown, I get a bad fever, and I wake up in a village that's apparently unfamiliar with all things technological.

And that racket outside is unbearable. It sounds like a herd of elephants having an orgy just outside the window all hours of the day. I guess it's just like home.

The people that are housing me are alright, I guess. I had to explain to Hiccup (one of my hosts) that I was not shipwrecked among other people. I didn't bother trying to explain what happened to me because I don't fucking know what happened to me I just was going to school and now I'm on a comfortable bed recovering from a fever with elephants having sex outside... okay, take a breath, Ricky... Take a breath...

Hiccup and Stoick are my hosts. Hiccup is a 22 year old guy about my height and build, but he is missing a leg. He's also one of the nicest guys I've ever met. He's got short brown hair, wears a green shirt and black pants, and has a fur vest, and a furred boot. He has a very long name (Hiccup Horrendous Hairy Hacking Hathead, or something like that), and... well, he told me I was resting in his room.

That makes me uncomfortable. I don't like sleeping in other people's beds. I never did. Doesn't feel right. Still, he told me it was okay, as I was sick, which didn't really make me feel any better but I pretended it did. There's a large animal bed in the corner (at least I think that's what it is), but no animal. Maybe it died.

Stoick... is Hiccup's father, and he is his son's polar opposite. He's as his name suggests: Stoic. He's also very large. I don't mean overweight, I mean the guy looks like he could bench a neutron star. He terrifies me worse than Slenderman did when I was sixteen.

Slenderman's the being that disappears people. Stoick the Vast is the guy that disappears Slenderman.

Though I'm told to do the contrary, I'm actually getting very little sleep now that I know that I don't know jack about where I am located. Granted, it's only been a day, but I'm scared.

Where will I go when they kick me out? Should I just sleep under a bench or something? I don't know.

Hiccup had been checking up on me throughout the day, seeing if I needed anything, which I usually didn't (I needed a bathroom once or twice, to which he directed me). He told me he wanted to speak with me more about where I am located over dinner tonight, and I didn't really say anything, which I guess meant "Yes."

So began a very one-sided conversation, and a very one-sided dinner, considering I was picking, not eating.

It was some kind of bland stew, and I also got a piece of bread and some milk with it. For whatever reason, Hiccup wanted me to stay in bed to eat, perhaps because I wasn't recovering from the illness with anything other than my own immunoresponse. It's been suggested that not taking it easy while ill with even a common cold can cause something to become a more serious illness.

He ate a few spoonfuls of the stew and studied me for a moment.

"Say, Rick, have you heard any of the noises outside? You know, the scratching, the animals, things like that?"

"Yes," I said.

"Are you curious as to what causes those sounds?" he asked.

"Yes," I said. His windows were shut since I woke up to keep the warmth in for me. I didn't even know what the village looked like. For all I knew, his house was very primitive, but the rest of the village had flying cars or something.

"Eat some more. Well, I'll tell you about it, but don't freak out, okay?"

"Yes," I said.

"Have you ever heard of dragons?" he asked.

"Yes," I said.

He smiled. "Good. That makes things easier. Well, you've surely heard of people fighting them before, right?"

"Yes," I said.

"Have you heard of a person nobody understands that can turn into a dragon at will?"

"That sounds stupid," I said.

"It is, I'm just messing with you. Anyway, there are dragons on Berk. With me so far?"

"Yes," I said.

"For a long time, we fought these dragons and kept them off Berk. Still with me?"

"Yes," I said.

"I showed the village that we can be friends with the dragons, not enemies. We ride dragons here now. When you hear strange sounds outside, it's because dragons are landing around us."

"Start again," is what I wanted to say. Instead, I was silent.

Hiccup must've seen a funny look on my face, because he reassured me that the dragons were harmless until provoked.

"I'd like to introduce you to my dragon, Toothless. Would you feel comfortable in my allowing him in here to see you?" he asked.

"No," I said. Hiccup didn't recoil or anything. He just smiled.

"No? What if I tell you a little more about them, would you feel a little more at ease then?"

"Maybe," I said. By now, my stew had cooled, and I still had more than half left. Hiccup finished his, but he hardly touched his bread.

He went on to tell me all about his dragon, a "Night Fury." It was the most intelligent of all the breeds (he told me exactly how many there were, but I wasn't listening) of dragons.

"Toothless has the ability to communicate with humans telepathically. He is very particular about who he opens up to, though... whether or not he decides to speak to you is not the point. The point is, he's very nice. If you need a rock, he's your guy- err, dragon."

I stared silently.

"I trust him with my life every day. Believe me, you can trust him, too. Now, would you be okay with me bringing him into the room?" he asked.

At first, I was frozen. I don't know if it was Hiccup's good-guy demeanor, his hospitality, his charm, or his fucking choice of wardrobe that got me to agree. I nodded so slightly that I wasn't quite sure I nodded, and he stood up.

"Toothless," he called to the door. "Toothless, you can come in, bud."

A moment passed before the door completely opened. My breath hitched at the sight, but only just. Until then I'd thought that the door was so wide because Stoick lived here, but this beast, though not thick, had a large wingspan. I could tell before he unfurled them, which he didn't while we were inside, which I was thankful for, because had he unfurled them I think he would've taken out a better part of the room, myself included.

Toothless padded straight over to Hiccup, and shoved his big head into his chest with what sounded like a growl of contentment.

"This is Toothless," said Hiccup. Toothless fixed his kindly green eyes on me, as if to say, "Hi, I'm the aforementioned Toothless."

He looked more bat than dragon. I mean, there was something about his body that was draconic, but I thought "bat" before I thought "dragon" at any rate.

"Toothless," said Hiccup, jolting me from my thoughts. "This is Rick. He'll be staying with us for a while, okay?"

Toothless let out a throaty growl in response, and seemed to smile at me, as if pleased to make my acquaintance. I just sort of stared dumbly at him, because what else was I going to do in that situation? Where I'm from, dragons are mythological (except Komodo Dragons and that strange beast that emits awful sounds that we call Lady Gaga). What, was I going to smile and be happy and merry, maybe hug a rainbow or something? No more than four days ago, I was recovering from an accident, and I was doing a damned fine job of it, too. Three weeks ago? I was in class, worrying to some degree about continued sessions, but otherwise very happy with where I was. Now, I'm without my family, friends, and past worries. Excuse me if I'm not happy with it. My sudden change of scenery, that is.

Hiccup was telling me all about Toothless while my mind continued to reel, and I quite frankly didn't give a flying fuck what he was saying, so I just kind of nodded when it felt appropriate to nod. I even threw in a few "I understands" for good measure.

After he was done talking at me, he stood again.

"I've got to go run a few errands, so if you need anything, just call for my Dad."

I nodded, but I wasn't going to call for his Dad.

"Before I go, though, are you thirsty?"

I shook my head. He looked at my bowl of stew for a moment.

"Still not feeling well, huh? Hope what you ate sits with you okay." He took his empty bowl and my not empty bowl, and started towards the doorway.

"If you get hungry again, just let one of us know, alright? When you're feeling better, I'll take you around the island and get you settled."

He wandered out of my field of vision with Toothless following, and he faltered for just a moment. I knew what he was thinking: How long was I going to be on this island? I told him nothing of my predicament on account of having no freakin' clue myself, but I did half-lie to him and say that I presently had no family to speak of.

I didn't ask if I could stay on the island for good. I'd resigned myself to drifting for the rest of my life (or afterlife, depending on whose side you're on).

That which I wanted to dedicate myself to is defunct as far as I'm concerned. I'm going to just have to do what I can to be useful. I guess I'll exist, day after day.

I'm in hell, aren't I?

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>1,721 words.<strong>

**Maybe I could've named this chapter "FUCK!"**

**However, if I were to do that, then it would look something like:**

**Chapter 4our**

**FUCK!**

**"QUOTE"**

**-QUOTE GUY**

**FUCK!**

**I don't know if you see the problem there, but I do. Bottom line, I'm very proud of how I started this chapter. It felt really good to unleash all that. Maybe I should start each chapter like that, even after I'm done with this story... nah. **

**Next chapter covers getting over the illness, learning more about the village, and meeting a few new people. We're going to see Rick's reaction to that sort of stuff next. Because I said so.**


	6. I Called Them John and Johnifer

**Chapter Five**

**I Called Them John and Johnifer**

* * *

><p><strong>"You sin in thinking bad about people- but often, you guess right."<strong>

**-Giulio Andreotti**

* * *

><p>I was no longer bed-ridden after another day. My fever broke, my head cleared up, and I found myself able to walk further than two feet without being thrown off my equilibrium. I wanted to get out badly. I've still not seen much of the village yet, though I'd peered out the window once or twice at some trees.<p>

The only real thing that continued to bother me as my illness withered was the constant knot in my stomach.

I was beginning to think that the stomach pains were not related to my illness.

Hiccup led me out of his room and down the steps for breakfast.

"I'm glad you're feeling better," he said. "Now I can show you around the island a bit!"

"Joy."

My response made him falter, but he wasn't insulted. At least, I don't think he was. Ah, since when did I give a damn?

He still forced a smile. "Yeah, Berk's not the nicest place on Earth. You get used to it, though."

Breakfast consisted of a few pieces of bread, milk, cod, and a couple of eggs. Cod's a very acquired taste, but I like it. That's the Norway in me.

I draw the line at sperm sacs.

"So," said Hiccup between bites of his bread.

"So."

"We've never discussed your future," he said.

"That's true."

"You mentioned having no family, is that right?"

"I'm dead to my family," I said. Such a statement gave Hiccup pause. He studied my eyes for a moment, and I resumed eating.

"I-I'm sorry if I brought up a bad memory," he said.

I was silent.

"...I was going to ask you what your plan for the future was."

I was silent.

"...Rick?"

I pointed to my mouth with one hand and Hiccup nodded with understanding. I swallowed the mouthful of food, and looked at him.

"I'm planning on wandering around. I'll find ways to survive."

"What are you good at?" he asked. I shrugged.

"C'mon, everybody has something they're good at."

"I'm good at skywatching and basic construction," I muttered. It was true, too. After all the work my mother had me put into our house to make it worthy of the market, I now knew how to do a lot of home improvements: spackling, painting, insulating, simple repairs, and I can even fix a roof.

"You don't have to wander around, then."

I stared at him. He smiled.

"If you've really got no place else to go, then why don't you just stay here on Berk? It'll save you having to waste time and money on travelling, and we have need of a home renovator. Now, especially. The guy we usually use broke an arm and a leg a week ago."

I continued staring.

"What do you think? Want to stay on Berk for a while?" he asked.

I shrugged. "Ain't like I've got anywhere better to go."

"Cool! Now, if you're ready, let me show you around."

I nodded, picked up my dishes, and put them in the nearby washbasin. Hiccup tossed me a furred vest.

"Before we go out, put that on. You're going to need it."

About my current wardrobe: I was borrowing a few of Hiccup's clothes, being about his build. He'd lent me a grey shirt, brown pants, and this brown fur vest. All of the clothes seemed to be made of wool.

"What happened to my clothes?" I asked, because I'd never really asked before.

"You weren't wearing any when we found you in the water."

I suddenly wished that I never asked.

I'm bothered more by the fact that I am using a lot of what belonged to Hiccup. It's not that I really liked the guy. All I knew so far was this guy seemed nice, but I'm pretty sure that he's just being courteous to the new guy. I'm expecting him to cool in his attitude towards me soon enough.

At least that saved me the trouble of having to explain just what it was I was wearing when they found me. I have no intention of going too far into my predicament with anyone on the island. It just felt like a disaster waiting to happen, and I don't even want to think about it.

I'm still going to end up thinking about it, of course, because that's how the brain works. It focuses on stress. When have you ever woken up from a great dream, and then went back to sleep and resumed that dream? If it's a nightmare, of course... you can't get rid of it.

I can't get rid of this nightmare.

* * *

><p>It goes,<p>

"We real cool. We left school.

We Lurk late. We strike straight.

We Sing sin. We Thin gin.

We Jazz June. We Die soon."

* * *

><p>The village was as I'd imagined: small. It was nestled between a mountain and a cliff. The mountain was very icy and at certain parts of the year unclimbable, but the cliff had two ways down: the ramp built along the face (at the bottom was a harbor for the village's boats and any trading vessels), or the fast way. It rhymes with "thump", a sound not unlike the one you'd make upon reaching the bottom.<p>

There was a blacksmith (he'd stepped out when we were visiting), a marketplace, a mead hall, and even a Pantheon of sorts.

"Sorry we haven't tried flying," he said. "I'd have taken you, but I'm still working on Toothless' tail fin. It got damaged."

"Yes."

Hiccup stopped walking and grabbed me by the shoulder.

"Hey, are you okay? You've been very quiet since you got here."

"I'm okay."

"Well, you don't sound it."

"I said 'I'm okay'," I said again. Hiccup was silent for a moment, then relented.

"Alright, if you say so. Tell me if something's on your mind, okay?"

"Yes," I said.

Hiccup led me to a large arena-looking place. It was almost like a black-box theater: seating surrounded the actual arena itself from above. The arena itself was largely empty, save for a few barrels here and there.

There were large double doors opposite the entrance. I'd assumed that room was used for storage.

There was nobody else here yet. Hiccup told me a little bit about it.

"This was once a kill arena. Doesn't really look like it anymore, does it?" he asked.

"Nope."

"If you'd been here when we were in our prime of dragon killing, there were times where you'd be hard pressed to find a spot that wasn't red."

I said nothing.

"Sorry, I shouldn't bring that stuff up to someone so new to the island."

I was still silent. Hiccup started picking up a few odds and ends lying around. I didn't have anything to do, so I just righted a barrel that was lying on its side.

We weren't here long before other people started showing up on dragons that scared me. There were only four other people that showed up, but that's four more dragons that I needed to accept as real. Maybe five, even. One of them had two heads.

Hiccup gave me a surprise quiz on the types of dragons that arrived. I was _really_ surprised, but I was lucky the other people that rode them here were busy talking amongst themselves, so only he heard my responses... as did the dragons that I was still trying to trick myself into being imaginary.

"Come on, Rick. Give it a shot." He pointed at the two headed beast, which in turn smiled kindly at us.

"Nickelback."

The dragon almost seemed to laugh. Well, one of the heads did. The other looked horribly offended (can you blame it?), which made me glad I was in Hiccup's company for the first time since I got here.

"No, Hideous Zippleback."

I then proceeded to butcher the names of the others. Hiccup told me I was close with one (Nanner), but I was way off with the self-lighting dragon (Derpasaur), and I was even further off with the heavy dragon (Nicki Minaj looking motherfucker).

After I finished getting all the names wrong, he introduced me to the other riders: Astrid, Snotlout, Ruffnut, Tuffnut (I called them John and Johnifer, because they looked like a friend of mine), and finally, Fishlegs.

Astrid was gorgeous, and she was the one that rode the Nanner, which she named "Stormfly." She had long blonde hair, fair skin, and apparently had a thing for Hiccup, if the kiss was any indication.

Astrid was also the one that pulled me out of the water, so I thanked her for that.

John and Johnifer looked kind of like my friend, as I've stated: long blond hair, near vacous look in their eyes, slender frames... but regarding mentality, they were spitting images of him. Hiccup told me that they don't get along too well most of the time, at which point they proceeded to argue with each other about how well they get along. They were the ones that rode the Nickelback; one head named Barf and the other Belch.

Snotlout was an asshole with medium length black hair and a muscular build. His dragon was the Derpasaur, or Hookfang. That's all I want to say about those tools, considering Snoutlout tried to start shit with me the moment he saw me.

Fishlegs was blond haired, and a good six foot something. He was kind of big boned, by which I mean he was fat. He's the one that rode the Nicki Minaj looking motherfucker that he named Meatlug.

I didn't really react to anybody except Astrid, who as I mentioned, I said "Thanks" to. Hiccup must've thought that I thought there were more people.

"That's really all the riding instructors. It's just us. You probably gathered that Snotlout specializes in Monstrous Nightmares, Astrid in Deadly Nadders, Ruff and Tuff with Hideous Zipplebacks, and Fishlegs with Gronckles."

"Hiccup here specializes in everything," said Fishlegs.

I didn't want to be rude, so I said, "Hi."

Then I left.

I just sort of walked away. I wanted time to myself.

"Rick?"

"Where are you going?"

"What's his problem?"

"He's just afraid of me."

"Shut it, Snotlout."

"Stop it, guys. This is all still new to him. He probably just needs time to adjust," said Hiccup. I heard Astrid say something in agreement, and then I got too far to hear anything else that they talked about.

* * *

><p><em>Jelly, jelly, jelly<em>

_All night long_

_Behold the invisible!_

* * *

><p>Call me a pessimist, but I doubt I'll be able to adjust to everything that has been dumped on my shoulders as of late. I just want to skywatch...<p>

What the hell did I do to deserve all of this?

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>1,812 words.<strong>

**"We Real Cool" is the entirety of a poem by Gwendolyn Brooks. It's about existentialism and dissent, and about those that give up on the future.**

**"Jelly, jelly, jelly..." is a reference to Percival Everett's _Erasure._**

**I mix the twins up so bad. Which one is the guy and which one is the gal?**

**Next chapter covers what Rick does to stay useful around the island. **


	7. Not Enough Teeth

**Chapter Six**

**Not Enough Teeth**

* * *

><p><strong>"I've been accused of vulgarity. I say that's bullshit."<strong>

**-Mel Brooks**

* * *

><p>I met Stoick the Vast in town square. This was actually my second time meeting him. The first was in his house while I was bed-ridden, and he mostly ignored me (he was more interested in asking Hiccup something).<p>

"Good morning, boy," he said in an ever-patronizing tone. "I trust you're settling in well enough?"

"Yes," I said.

"I ran into Hiccup a minute ago. You know what he said? He said that you were considering making a home on this island."

"Yes," I said. I tried to look unafraid of him, but my heart was pounding as he spoke and I feared he was trying to tear me apart with his vision.

"Let us talk about that, then..."

He took a step forward and I retreated a step by mistake. I swear I felt the earth shake a little with that one step. This guy would make Slenderman his bitch.

He took another step forward and I stepped back again. The look in his eyes was menacing, and my composure was dwindling further.

Suddenly, he leaned back and started laughing a hearty laugh.

"Relax, boy. It's good to have a new face around the village. Of course, you know that there are rules around here, right?"

"Yes," I said.

"As long as you don't do anything criminal or overtly obnoxious, you're welcome here... assuming you earn your keep, of course."

"Yes."

"What are you good at?"

"Skywatching," I said.

"Come now, a _skill!_"

...Skywatching _is_ a skill, you prick. I didn't say that out loud, of course.

"...Basic construction."

"Now, that's a skill we can use."

He pointed towards the blacksmith.

"Gobber'll lend you tools when you're working. You can open up a stand next to him tomorrow. Just think of a name and a slogan. Don't work yourself too hard, of course. Maybe Hiccup can take you flying with Toothless when he fixes that darn tail fin."

Stoick proceeded to pat me on the back hard enough to dislocate a weaker framed man's shoulder.

"Good talk, now go introduce yourself to Gobber. He won't bite. Not enough teeth to do damage, anyway."

With that, Stoick earthquaked down the road, probably to go find a tiny child or dragon to eat. I had nothing else to do, so I went to the forge to get some equipment and build a stand...

* * *

><p>RICK'S RENOVATIONS<p>

"I do it nice when I do it twice."

* * *

><p>and<p>

then the weeks pass.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Revolution! Revolution!<strong>_

* * *

><p>I really thought that he would open up more if we gave him a little time, but... that look he had, when he first woke up and saw me?<p>

If it left his face, it was replaced by a look of anger. I never saw him smile, and he rarely spoke more than one or two words at a time:

Good.

Hi.

What do you need done?

Okay.

Three gold for the renovation.

Shut up.

I'm fine.

Yes.

"Yes" seemed to be his favorite answer. He never started conversations with anybody save for asking a question or something. He hated when people asked about him.

He prefers to be left to his own devices at all times. If you don't bother him, he won't bother you, but if you wrong him, he becomes... vicious. I've tried to get him to open up to me or even Toothless, but he just tells me he's alright.

I know I won't get anywhere by making him mad, so I leave it at that. Sometimes, though, he worries me. He and Snotlout have nearly come to blows on more than one occasion, and whenever they meet it usually ends with one or the other storming off. Toothless and I are worried that Rick's going to hurt himself or someone else, and my Dad doesn't have much tolerance for such behavior among fellow villagers.

I get especially worried when he and Snotlout are within 10 metres of each other. Snotlout just makes it his mission to irritate newcomers to the village. Every time someone visits, is restocking, or is even _thinking_ about Berk, it seems like Snotlout makes it a point to become more outspoken and tricky.

His pranks and insults always brought Rick to a boil, causing him to respond in an equal fashion. Some would call it friendly rivalry, but I call it a fight waiting to happen.

So I worry. Rick's not going to talk to me about anything, and Snotlout certainly won't listen to me...

I don't know... Maybe Snotlout will get bored and stop bothering him?

Fat chance.

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>780 words.<strong>

**Next chapter covers a little conversation between Fishlegs and Rick.**


	8. To Tend to the Meatball

**Chapter 7**

**To Tend to the Meatball**

* * *

><p><strong>"When I was 5 years old, my mother always told me that happiness was the key to life. When I went to school, they asked me what I wanted to be when I grew up. I wrote down 'happy.' They told me I didn't understand the assignment. I told them they didn't understand life."<strong>

**-John Lennon**

* * *

><p>"Nails."<p>

"Is that it?"

"Yes."

"Nails?"

"Nails."

It should be noted that, though Gobber looked like a real Viking, his demeanor was goofy, almost childish, opposite of Viking-like, and near ridiculous. Though he was missing a hand, a foot, and a bunch of teeth, he was a good blacksmith. I've never had a manufacturing problem with anything requested from him.

There was a screech.

"I'm coming, I'm coming... yeesh, all that screamin', you'd think your teeth were being pulled out of your face... Nails, right?"

I said nothing. Gobber came back to me with a brown bag full of the metal objects he'd made himself.

"Finest iron, they are."

"No such thing."

"Well, I- alright, already! It's been sore for four days, what's another minute?"

With my payment in hand, he left. I scowled down at the nails. Again, it's not the manufacturing, it's the ore used. Iron sucks for nails...

...okay, I guess it _is_ the manufacturing.

Iron sucks when it comes to most constructs. It's too hard as a metal, and as such it's liable to become brittle... but I shouldn't compain. Iron nails are cheaper, and they get the job done, except for when they don't.

"Hi."

I looked up and saw Fishlegs. He was holding a bucket of fish and I cringed a little, but said nothing.

"What's going on?" he asked.

I still didn't say a word. I was content with setting the nails down and getting to work on the roof repair I had to do today, so I rested the ladder on the building's side, picked up the nails, and climbed up again.

"You know, it's rude to ignore people like that."

"Yeah? It's rude to bother someone that's in the middle of something too, stupid."

Now, Fishlegs is a very soft spoken person, from what little I know about him. He does not raise his voice and does not voice his opinions. He is, in spite of all outward appearances, a coward in the complete sense of the word.

So, _why_ did he have the audacity to shout "Hey!" after my remark, when he should've wandered off to tend to the meatball he called a pet?

I climbed down the ladder to listen to what he had to say, and also because I forgot my hammer.

"Listen, I take a lot of abuse in stride, but that's among friends."

"No, you take abuse in fear of what would happen if you react. You're a wimp."

"I... I... I'm not here to talk about me."  
>"Oh? Then please: what's on your mind?"<p>

"Do you know what I see when I look at you, Rick?"

"No, but I totally care. Please, enlighten me."

He took a breath and I gave him space because those fish reeked.

"I see a broken down, sad husk of a young man, angry at the world over a robbery of what he felt he was entitled to. You may have won the favor of a few villagers here for your work on their houses, and I'm sure Hiccup sees something worth saving in you, but all I see is damage when I look at you."

I was silent, and I felt myself gripping the hammer tightly, so tightly that the skin on my knuckles stretched.

"You disgust me," he said. "So hung up are you on the past that you are blind to the future. You're totally unwilling to change. You're simply absorbed in thoughts of past glories as well as whatever price you believe you've paid. I gave you weeks to adjust, but my patience with you is out. You... you're a bully. You're cruel. You're cold."

My other hand balled into a fist. Fishlegs took an uneasy step forward.

"You're broken."

I made it a point to swing the fist, not the hammer, lest I damage it. One swing, and all the courage that big fat cunt worked up drained away.

I didn't knock out any teeth, but I bloodied his nose. He took a few steps back, eyes betraying nothing but horror. I pointed to him with the hammer.

"Talk to me like that again, and I'm going to be holding a bloody hammer and you'll be choking on a mouthful of teeth. Go cry to your walking boulder about that little bruise."

He did the one thing he was exceptional at: he ran. I did the thing that the village found useful: I repaired.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Revolution! Revolution!<strong>_

* * *

><p>The most important thing to remember about wood, I've found, is to sand along the grain. It keeps out unwanted scratches and is simply an easier method on you as a whole.<p>

Not only does it make something more presentable, but it also makes it harder for the wood to splinter into the skin if dealt with incorrectly. The best woodworkers can even make intricate shapes out of a small block of wood.

Regarding this small statue, it's clunky. I'm not great at woodworking (it's smithing that I excel at), but I guess I'm not terrible at it.

"What do you think, Toothless?" I asked. I held out the small figure before him, which as of now looked alright, but it would look better once I got paint on it.

He snuffed at the little statue and smiled up at me.

_Wonderful._

"I think it'll be better once I get some paints on it."

_No paint. Try staining it. It'll be more consistent._

"And you know that how?"

He let out a throaty chuckle.

_Never doubt a Night Fury._

"Yeah, yeah... Toothless knows best."

_Excellent, so you are retaining what I teach you!_

There was a knock on my door, and I left my spot to go answer it.

"I'll just need to remember to stain it outside. Gobber stained something indoors once and it seemed like he went mad."

_Fumes have that effect on humans._

I opened the door to a shaking Fishlegs with a nosebleed.

"Hey, Fishlegs... what happened to your nose?"

He couldn't get a word out at first.

"What is it? Did Snotlout pull that bucket over the door thing on you again?"

He said nothing. I opened the door wider, and Toothless came to my side, too.

"Do you want to come in? I've got a cloth you can wipe your nose with."

"No!" he shouted.

"Woah, what's gotten into you?"

"I'm- I don't want to... Wait, does Rick still live here with you?"

"Yeah, until he gets enough money together for his own house. Why?"

"I don't want to be in or around the house he may return to... _IS THAT HIM?!_"

Fishlegs pointed behind me, still trembling. I glanced over my shoulder.

"Fishlegs, that's a furnace... why, did something happen?"

"He punched me."

"He _punched_ you?" I asked, as if I didn't hear him right.

"Yeah. I mean, I was trying to have a conversation with him and he was all, 'I'm working,' so I was like 'Don't you think it's rude to ignore someone?' and he was all..."

Fishlegs took a deep breath.

"He... I said a few things I probably shouldn't have said to him, and he punched me, and then threatened me with a hammer if I talk to him like that again."

Though my father is a very large man, he has a strange ability to sneak up on people while in the open. The look on his face told me he'd heard the entire exchange.

"Oh, is that so?" he asked... and then he got the look; the "I'm not disappointed, just angry" look. The beard always makes it worse.

"Dad, wait, he just-"

"Fishlegs, if he does anything like that again, tell me. Hiccup, this is not the way things are supposed to go."

Fishlegs backed out of the doorway. "I'm going home now. The long way. As in, around that crazy."

Toothless and I moved aside to let my Dad in the house.

"I need to get something. If he comes back before I do, tell him that if I hear about him lashing out like that one more time, there's going to be trouble, okay?"

"Look, Dad, just let-"

_"Okay?"_

I sighed. Toothless nudged me with his nose.

"Okay."

"Good. I don't want it any more than you, son... but to strike out at someone like Fishlegs..."

He trailed off, and I heard him climb the stairs to get whatever he needed. Fishlegs is a terrible liar. If he said Rick punched him, then Rick punched him.

"C'mon, Rick... what are you doing?" I asked nobody in particular.

_Want me to talk to him?_

"No. I want him to talk to us."

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>1,507 words.<strong>

**Does it seem like a corny idea, yet? I kind of hope it does. It's supposed to feel that way.**

**Next chapter covers something, I'm sure. My outline is all the way on my computer's desktop and I'm already in this window. Something about Snotlout, I think. Maybe.**

**I don't know. I'll be crying in a corner if you need me.**


	9. One Happy Enchilada

**Chapter 8**

**One Happy Enchilada**

* * *

><p><strong>"The easiest time to add insult to injury is when you're signing somebody's cast."<strong>

**-Dimitri Martin**

* * *

><p>Fishlegs told on me. What is he, a tiny child? I didn't even hit him that hard. He has a glass nose.<p>

Hiccup told me that I need to keep my hands to myself. He said his Dad heard what I did and was upset about it. Sure enough, he really chewed me out for it.

I was even made to apologize, but he antagonized me. Where was my apology?

I half heartedly did as I was told, and I guess it was good enough, because Stoick left me alone again afterwards. Fishlegs still shrunk back whenever I was nearby and I lifted a hammer, and his dragon never forgave me for what I did.

There were only three living beings at any given time that were not angry at me lately: Toothless, who, being a Night Fury, boasted the kind of intellect and wit that often proved superior to a human's, Hiccup, who appeared to worry about me more than show anger towards me, and finally Astrid, who like Hiccup, showed worry over hostility.

John and Johnifer did not bother me much after the first prank, considering I retaliated quickly with cruel words and a worse trick. If only these people would just leave me to my thoughts instead of trying to antagonize me. If only, if only... I'd be one happy enchilada.

Fishlegs avoided me like the plague for four days after I hit him, and after that, if I was on one side of the road, he was on the other.

Snotlout... I hate him. Every time I see him, we get into a shouting match. He seems to have convinced himself that the Dragon Training Academy was going to replace him with me.

I told him dozens of times that I was not part of the Academy, and that I had no interest in being part of the Academy, and I had absolutely no desire to flutter above the ground on his derpy dragon like a disabled fairy.

He never bought it, so when I bumped into him while returning to my stand after a quick door repair, there was tension.

"Hey hey, it's Rick-o! What's going on?"

"Get out of my way, I'm in a hurry," I said, even though I wasn't. In a hurry, that is.

"Why? You going to the Academy? Everybody took a shine to you there, you know."

"The hell are you on about? Four people in the Academy hate me, your stupid ugly mug included. I told you, if you want to spend your time grooming your weirdo pet, that's your business."

"What's your business then, buddy boy?" he asked in an increasingly insulting tone.

"My business is building and wiping stupid grins off the faces of assholes like yourself."

"Is that why you're dead to your family, then?"

I dropped my hammer, my nails, the old hinges from the door, and the extra block of wood from the replacement. I turned and glared at him.

"What was that? What did you say to me?" I asked.

"You heard me."

"No, I'm thinking I didn't. It sounded like you said you wanted me to knock that pretty-boy smile off your face."

"Then put your money where your mouth is and throw a punch!"

So that's what I did. I threw a punch and caught him in his left cheek. Unlike Fishlegs, however, he fought back. I'm on the receiving end of a barrage of punches which left me battered and bruised, but still infuriated. I threw my weight into him and sent him backwards, and I started doing an assault on any part of him I could hit.

By now a crowd was forming and chattering. Women were muttering about immaturity, some men were cheering, others were jeering, some were leering, and more were sneering.

Snotlout brought a knee up and knocked me off him, and he started kicking me while I was down, but not for long. After he kicked me in the eye and nose, I caught his leg and brought him down again, and for the one black eye he gave me, I gave him two.

The fight ended abruptly when I was pulled off Snotlout by either Toothless or Hiccup, and Snotlout was restrained by the twins. There was no clear winner. I gave as well as I got.

I vaguely recall hearing Hiccup scold me, saying that this had to stop; that I had to stop.

"I have to stop? This fuck started it."

_"ENOUGH! _It doesn't matter how it started or who started it."

Oh, when did Stoick get here? He pointed a finger at Snotlout.

"Take him home. If he leaves before I show up, there will be trouble."

John and Johnifer listened. As for me... he grabbed me by the shoulder and tossed me towards another Viking.

"Take him to the Great Hall for now. I will deal with him in a moment."

* * *

><p><em>Behold the invisible!<em>

* * *

><p><em><strong>Revolution! Revolution!<strong>_

* * *

><p>I always see the good in people. I'm never wrong when it comes to such a reading.<p>

I _always_ see the good in people, as I saw it in this guy, who to Toothless and I, seemed more lost boy than angry man. I was sure there was more to what happened between he and Snotlout than what we saw. Had we arrived thirty seconds sooner, I bet we would've witnissed a completely different scene.

"We've got to lock him up, if only for a while."

_That's wrong._

"Dad, that's not the right way to go about handling this."

"What is, Hiccup? Let him run amok in the village? We need a carpenter, yes, but I'd prefer one that didn't turn into a raging demon if you looked at him wrong."

"Let us handle it, Dad. He's a good guy, I can tell. Don't lock him up. Let him come back here, and if you give me time, I'll turn this behavior of his around."

_That's a promise. Tell him it's a promise._

"I promise," I said. I felt Toothless smile over at me, and my Dad sighed.

"Hiccup, you'd better have a plan. One more fight like that, and he's going to leave this island. _I_ promise."

I nodded. "Don't worry, Dad. I've got a plan."

* * *

><p>I didn't have a plan. When Rick was being talked to by my Dad, I was talking with Astrid at the Academy about what was going on.<p>

"I mean, you know I trust your judgement, Hiccup. If you say he's a good guy, then he's a good guy."

"Of course."

"...but if your Dad is serious about banishing him after another fight, then we need a plan- he could take up drinking!"

I shook my head. "He'll either become even more angry or become completely functionless. What if we find him a date?"

"If he won't speak to any of us, he's probably not going to speak to anybody else."

"Good point," I muttered.

She thought for a moment. She's pretty when she's pondering like that.

"What if we have Toothless talk to him and try to figure out what's wrong?" she asked after a few seconds.

"Same argument as the date thing. What if we show him some of our training exercises?"

"He won't pay attention. Maybe we could get him something to punch it out on?"

"He's already done a good job of punching it out on two of our fellow instructors..."

Astrid lay back against Stormfly with a huff.

"Then I don't know what to tell you, Hiccup. There's not much else I can think of. Unless you have an idea...?"

I started thinking for a moment.

"Did we do 'setting him up with someone' yet?" I asked. Astrid nodded, and I squeezed my eyes shut.

"Yeah, we've been there already. He won't talk to us, and he probably won't talk with anybody we get. We might as well set him up with a dragon or something."

I opened my eyes and looked at her with a smile, and then abruptly kissed her on the cheek, causing her to jolt and nearly fall sideways. Maybe I should've waited for her to open her eyes as well, but a bumbler's gonna bumble.

"Astrid, you're a genius!"

"What?"

"We set him up with a dragon!"

She cringed. "Hiccup, I don't think he's going to go along with that plan."

"No, I mean we set him up with Toothless here."

She cringed even more. "Okay, he _definitely_ won't go with that plan. I don't think Toothless will, either."

Toothless chuckled.

"No... I mean, when I'm feeling down, I fly with Toothless, and it always cheers me up. Maybe I can take him flying with me for a while and see if that helps. What do you say, bud? Feel like flying two people for a while?"

_No problem, Hiccup. Happy to do it._

Astrid stretched.

"It's getting late. Maybe you should try tomorrow."

I looked up at the soon to be night sky.

"I hope this works, Hiccup."

"So do I, Astrid. So do I."

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>1,487 words.<strong>

**Yeah, I've got nothing.**

**Next chapter covers Hiccup's first attempt at getting Rick to fly with him.**
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**Chapter 9**

**What Chamberlain Said to Hitler**

* * *

><p><strong>"Forget not that the Earth delights to feel your bare feet and the wind longs to play with your hair."<strong>

**-Kahlil Gibran**

* * *

><p>I was given my second and final warning after my fight with Snotlout. I asked why it was such a big deal, and Stoick told me I didn't understand the island.<p>

I guess that's true. I don't see why two little confrontations are leading me to get all but crucified.

Admittedly, I never acted like this before I got here. If someone said something smart to me, I'd make _them_ angry, not let them get me angry.

"What's happening to me?" I whispered to myself.

I'd ended up closing at around midday today. Word of the fight between Snotlout and I probably got around, which either didn't bode well for my image, or was just more important than a leaky roof.

It's sunny today. I've been here on Berk for about a month now and that's about the third time it has been. Sunny, that is.

I decided to just lay down on a bench somewhere and think for a bit. I had to cover my eyes with my hands because of the sun.

It's interesting. From where we are located, the sun is brilliant; so much so that if you stare at it too long, you'll damage your vision. However, the sun would hardly be visible were you to travel 10 parsecs, or about 33 light years away and look back. Apparent magnitude and absolute magnitude are not the same thing.

My eyes started to burn. When I used to think about things like that, I was always fascinated. Now, however... it just makes me think about days past, and then I think about my family, friends, classes, and my situation... and then I get mad.

I heard erratic footsteps approaching and I knew who it was.

"Hey, Rick. What're you up to?" asked Hiccup. I didn't move.

"This," I said after a few seconds. He tapped my leg a few times to get me to sit up, and I did with a sigh. He sat next to me.

"What do you want, Hiccup?"

"I wanted to see if you wanted to fly with Toothless and I."

He'd never asked me before, because after he fixed the tail fin (Toothless has to use a prosthetic for some reason), I was either busy with a renovation, or just ignoring everybody altogether. I didn't mind. Not being asked, that is.

"Not particularly," I said.

"Hey, c'mon," he persisted. "You've not been on a dragon since you were rescued, right?"

"No."

"Then why don't you want to come?"

"I won't like it."

"Well, how do you know if you've never tried it?" he asked. He was awfully persistent today...

"I just do," I said.

"That's not an answer," he said. "Please, try it."

"No, I won't like it."

"And we're back to my wondering how you could know that..."

I said nothing, and Hiccup stood up. For a moment, I thought he gave up, but he patted my shoulder.

"Let's go. Come fly with me, Rick. I promise you'll have fun."

I stared at him as he held a hand out to me. He slowly withdrew his hand and turned away.

"Okay," he said in a singsong voice. "If you don't want to try to find and prank Snotlout with me..."

I was silent for a few moments, but I relented because it would shut him up. I stood wordlessly, and he smiled.

"There we go, come on. You're going to like this."

Oh, fuck you, Hiccup.

He led me back to his house where Toothless was waiting. It was the first time I'd ever seen the dragon with a saddle on and a false tail fin. It was red, with a white skull on it. The false tail fin, that is. Hiccup saw me eyeing it and reassured me that it was safe to ride him.

He said, "I've been doing this for years. Don't worry, alright?"

I'm pretty sure that's what Hitler said to Chamberlain.

"Yes."

And I'm pretty sure that's what Chamberlain said to Hitler.

Hiccup climbed on Toothless' back and his prosthetic fit into a stirrup with a "click." He beckoned for me to get on behind him, so that's what I did.

"Hold on tight, getting into the air is the rough part."

I put my hands on his shoulders but said nothing. Toothless smiled back at us, and then Hiccup patted his neck.

"Whenever you're ready, bud."

As he said, the takeoff was rough, but quick. I felt myself jerked down and back a little, and I probably could've fallen had I not been holding on to Hiccup, who was holding on to Toothless' saddle, which was holding on to Toothless, who was holding on to nothing in particular.

After the initial takeoff, the flight was smooth. The cold air blowing on my face chilled me, but Hiccup didn't seem to mind it. Maybe he was trying to make me cold so I wasn't always at a seething boil.

"Well? What do you think?" he asked after a few minutes of silence.

"It's not bad."

"Do you understand why I like flying so much?"

"I guess."

_Don't be so stubborn._

I jolted at the voice and looked at Hiccup. He was focused on flying again, and Toothless gave me a knowing smile for a moment.

I said nothing.

Overhead were a few clouds and below I could see the entirety of Berk. Though when you walk its streets it appears to be large, it is only so then: when you walk its streets. It is not a large island, but it is the largest of those in the archipelago. I counted seven islands total, Berk included. Hiccup glanced at me and saw me eyeing them.

"It's nice, huh? Altogether, the islands are referred to as the Seven Sisters."

"Oh."

"I'm going to speed up, okay?"

"Yes."

That's what he did. He took us all around the island, over the at-the-moment-unclimbable mountain, low enough over the ocean for me to see fish swimming in it, and high enough above the advancing clouds to see the sun again. The sky was a darker shade of blue than normal and the temperatures began to drop further.

"This is as high as we can go, Rick," he said though I didn't ask. "Any higher and it gets too hard to breathe."

_I can survive at higher altitudes, but regrettably, you humans cannot._

"Okay."

We stayed above the clouds for a little while, but it quickly got too cold and we headed back to a lower altitude to warm up, though warm is a stretch on Berk.

"Hey, come on. This is better than lounging on an old bench, isn't it?"

"It's alright," I said. I could feel him smile.

"Glad you're not totally bored," he said, which I translated to "I told you so, I told you so, nyah nyah nyah nyah nyah..."

We kept flying around like that for about a few hours before Hiccup finally brought us back to Berk (we didn't see Snotlout, unfortunately). Though I wasn't doing anything, the flight made me tired. When we got off Toothless, he turned to face us.

"There we go. Thanks for coming with us, Rick."

My eyes must've been drooping, because Hiccup chuckled at me.

"The first flight always knocks you out. Why don't you go and get some rest?" he asked. I nodded, and wordlessly headed back to the house, choosing to go to bed without a meal.

_**Revolution! Revolution!**_

"So in short: one or two word answers, a few short sentences, no questions, and initial heavy resistance to my suggestion..."

_I think he enjoyed himself._

"I think so, too. We may have something with flying..."

_Hiccup, I thought I taught you this, already: Flying is _always_ the answer._

I chuckled and leaned back against his chest.

"What about swimming?"

_Never doubt a Night Fury._

I stared out at the sunset and felt Toothless gently settle his head atop mine.

"Tomorrow we'll try again, if you're alright with it."

_We can for as long as it takes. You're right about him: scared boy, not angry man._

"Don't say that to him."

_Wasn't even tempted._

"What I don't understand is what is behind these shows of anger."

_He's sad. That's why he acts out._

"I figured that, too, but... what is he sad about?"

_Maybe his family, maybe he's homesick, maybe something happened in the past that he's hung up on, or maybe he's sad that he doesn't have a good friendship with anyone on the island. We won't know until he tells us._

I smiled up at Toothless.

"Let's try to eliminate that last one."

_One flight at a time._

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>1,475 words. <strong>

**Chamberlain was the Yes Man that favored appeasement when it came to foreign conflicts and policies.**

**Hitler was the Nazi piece of shit that soiled the true meaning of the swastika: peace, prosperity, goodness, and even good luck.**

**Next chapter covers another flight in an attempt to help Rick overcome his demons.**
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**Chapter 10**

**Tighter Than A Bug's Ass**

* * *

><p><strong>"You see, we are here, as far as I can tell, to help each other; our brothers, our sisters, our friends, our enemies. That is, to help each other and not hurt each other."<strong>

**-Stevie Ray Vaughan**

* * *

><p>I'm not sure what caused me to buy the steel nails today, but though they were a little more expensive, they were far more reliable than the iron ones were.<p>

I made a point to purchase these steel nails for roofing jobs. It cut the time down considerably. Where roof repairs often took me up to three or four hours to complete, this one was going smooth. I was more than halfway done about an hour into the job.

I heard Snotlout let out a "Whooop!" and I heard Hookfang fly quickly overhead. He was high enough for me to lose interest and go back to work.

On a job that was similar to this one, I charged three gold for the entire thing, but given the fact that I was using these nails now, I made sure to charge more to compensate, or I'd be taking a loss.

Five gold was almost too much to ask for this homeowner. He tried to heckle me a little bit over it. If I'd charged him like they do where I'm from, he'd be singing a different tune about the five gold.

That man was tighter than a bug's ass, honestly...

Snotlout flew over me again with another "Whoooooop!" and this time I heard my ladder fall over. He turned Hookfang around and came back, and for a moment I thought he was going to put the ladder back up for me.

He didn't. I don't know why I thought he would.

"Wow, nice work on that roof there, friend!"

"Yeah, great. Why don't you get off your pet and put that ladder back up so I can get down?"

"I will if you beg."

"How about you just do it so I don't have to hammer some of these nails through your eyes?"

"I don't know how you'd manage that, since you're over there and I'm over here."

"Will you please put the ladder back up for me, Snotlout?"

"You're not begging. I want to hear begging."

"Not in this life, asshole. Put the ladder back up."

He grinned stupidly at me. I smacked the roof with my palm.

"Do it!"

He didn't say anything else, and just flew off. I was completely speechless, and just sort of stared into the distance for a while. Eventually I focused on the roof again, and after I finished about forty five minutes later, I spent more time hanging around. I started wondering if, should this kind of thing happen at home, I could take Snotlout to court over the interruption of a business. Such a thought, of course, made me think of home, mainly my family, and then I wanted to punch something.

The twins saw me on the roof, and when I asked them to put the ladder back up, they laughed at me and left, so that put them on my shit-list. Fishlegs saw me on the roof, too, but I didn't ask him and he didn't help. He was probably afraid he'd get a splinter or something, anyway.

Then there was a multitude of other Vikings that passed by without helping, and I was stuck on this roof for the better part of the afternoon before Hiccup showed up and kindly righted the ladder for me.

I was overwhelmed with relief once my feet touched the ground again.

"Thanks," I said.

"Sure, but... what happened?"

"Snotlout happened."

Hiccup sighed.

"He's got to stop," he said. I nodded.

"Well, here. Let me help you out."

Without me saying anything, Hiccup took the hammer and nails, and he even put an arm out to help me carry the ladder. Thanks to him, I didn't have to make a trip back to the house. Guy wasn't home, anyway, and I was already paid.

"Thanks again," I said.

"No problem, Rick. Why don't you come fly with me again?" he asked. I shook my head.

"No, I should try to get another project in."

"Come on, please?"

I stared. "Why me?"

"Why not you?" he countered.

"I don't know..."

"You went with me yesterday, so why not today?"

"Because."

"You know I won't take that as an answer."

I was silent again. Hiccup patted my shoulder.

"Come on, let's go. If we find Snotlout in the air, we'll teach him a lesson," he offered.

I was quiet again, but I slowly found myself following Hiccup.

"That's the spirit!" he said. Once again I was led to the house, and Toothless smiled over to me.

_Hello again._

"Is it normal to hear a voice?" I asked lowly. Hiccup nodded.

"I told you, Toothless can talk to you if he wants to. Here, want to help me set him up?"

I shrugged. He pointed to the saddle.

"Just place it on his back between his wings. There are belts at the front and back of the saddle that clip around his belly. Don't make them too tight, though."

_Please don't. It makes it tough to breathe, and I'll regurgitate my lunch... Unless you're hungry?_

I thought he was joking, but the look on his face told me he was dead serious.

"No."

_Let me know if you change your mind._

The belts were tough to clip, because I found it difficult to wrap my arms around Toothless at this awkward angle. He was still very patient with me.

When I was done, Hiccup checked it over, and nodded.

"Good job, Rick."

"It's belt tightening. I can't really screw it up," I muttered.

"Come on, let's get into the air."

So it was that I would again accompany Hiccup and Toothless on a flight. Again, the takeoff nearly sent me to the ground.

"So, Rick... let me ask you something."

"Yes."

He smiled over his shoulder at me.

"How do you like Berk?"

"It's cold, snowy, and the food is bland. Reminds me of home."

"That reminds me, where are you from? You never really talk about home."

I had a few options here: I could just ignore the question, but then I'd be digging myself into a deeper hole. If I answered honestly, it'd give rise to a multitude of other questions, which would probably hurt me. I could lie, but if I mentioned a land that did not exist, I'd lose Hiccup's trust. I thought about it a little more, and I figured out a possible tie-in between options two and three: who is to say that there is such a thing as Colorado here?

"I'm from somewhere cold," I said.

"By chance, are you from Kamui?" he asked.

"I am," I lied. I felt bad at that point, as if part of me wilted from the simple fib.

I don't know why. It was only Hiccup... but there was something about him that made anything less than being honest feel bad. I'd known the guy for what felt like months, and at the same time I knew next to nothing about him. When was his birthday? What did he like to do other than this? What's his favorite food?

Moreover, why the fuck did I care? Why did it matter to me that I lied to Hiccup and Toothless? I've been at best cold to everybody on the island. Here I was, being taken for another flight even though I didn't even want to go... I should be furious.

I should be... but I wasn't. The smallest piece of my subconscious was enjoying these sessions. Admittedly, there is something about it... having your legs dangle in the air, between the wings of a dragon, no less, I guess there's more to it for me than "It's alright", or whatever nonsense I'd muttered the day prior.

"Wow, I've never met anyone from Nippon before. I take it you weren't born there?"

"I don't remember where I was born. I was raised in Kazooie- err, Kamui."

The more I lied to these two, the more upset with myself I became.

"What do you like to do, Rick?" he asked. "It can't just be home repairs, can it?"

"I hate home repairs. I like the sky."

He smiled over his shoulder at me again.

"Do you, now?"

"I like the stars at night, they fascinate me," I said, clarifying what I meant by that.

"Oh, well, why don't I ever see you skywatching, then?"

I shrugged, and followed up with "I don't know" for good measure.

All was silent for a few moments, and I off handedly made a comment that surprised Hiccup.

"How come it's such a big deal to get into fights around here?"

"You don't understand," said Hiccup.

"I agree."

"Look, I know it's cold now... but winter's not even here yet. When it gets here, and that'll be soon... you'll know exactly what cold is. My Dad is fine with mild confrontations at any other time of year, but as winter is upon us? Everybody needs to be friends, or it's that much more difficult for us to prosper."

I was silent for a moment, and now I felt even worse about myself.

"S-sorry... I..."

"It's alright, Rick. Honestly, I've never met the person that didn't want to punch Snotlout's face in."

He shot me a smile as if to ensure that I didn't feel too bad. I still said nothing.

"Hey, I'm going to go faster now, so hold on!"

That's what he did. I found myself focusing on the flight again. It was odd. When we were flying like this, I felt at home, and not at my old one. This feeling... it was as if I was preparing to accept Berk not as a place where I live, but as a "home"; that is, a place that I can love.

Even though such thoughts brought me back to the past that I so longed for, I found those same feelings of anguish that have been my wont to express were nullified while I rode with Hiccup and Toothless.

It was as if I was preparing, but not ready to accept it as a place I can love yet, though.

It occurred to me now that we were high up again. This time, I was able to better appreciate the serenity that was offered to me.

"This is how we know the world is not flat," said Hiccup. "See how it curves?"

"I know it."

The world is just awesome.

The flight continued on for another hour, with Hiccup talking at me for the most part. It wasn't a tour of the island by any stretch of the imagination. It was just a way to relax.

Though we didn't find Snotlout and I therefore was unable to exact revenge, it was still a good time. I'd think of a different way to get Snotlout back. That was a promise.

When we landed again, I did not find myself so physically tired as I did on the first night. This time, I felt emotionally drained. I was not upset about the flight's conclusion. I was upset with myself, because I knew I was going to wake up angry tomorrow morning.

It didn't feel like any amount of flying would change that.

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>1,906 words.<strong>

**Kamui is a reference to a location of the same name in _Okami, _as is Nippon.**

**"Kazooie" is a reference to a character of the same name from the ****_Banjo-Kazooie _series.**

**Next chapter covers Rick breaking down.**
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**Chapter Eleven**

**Partially Eaten and Soaked in Slobber**

* * *

><p><strong>"It is something that grows over time... a true friendship. A feeling in the heart that becomes even stronger over time. The passion of friendship will soon blossom into a righteous power and through it, you will know which way to go..."<strong>

**-Sheik**

* * *

><p>It was morning, and I was alone. I threw the water on my face again. I'd made a mess out of the washbasin.<p>

I felt myself sob involuntarily, and I stared at my reflection in a mirror propped above the washbasin.

"Come on... Come on..."

I threw more water on my face. "Pull yourself together," I said to the reflection. I betrayed another sob and tears leaked from my eyes once more. I again stared at my reflection with only disdain on my face.

I bowed my head once more and a tear fell into the washbasin. I abruptly threw more water onto my face, and I started sobbing again.

The top of the tunic I wore was nearly completely soaked through (by now I'd been using clothes I had gotten made with my own money), and I was sure I'd need to clean up...

When I looked up again, I held back another sob. Standing on his hind legs behind me was Toothless, and he was just eyeing me.

"Toothless," I said, trying to beat back whatever emotion had found its way into my voice. I knew very little about dragons, and part of me feared showing weakness before him. What if he went so far as to _kill_ me over it? It was a likely irrational thought, but that's what an irrational mind does: make those thoughts. Irrational ones, that is.

Toothless waddled forward on his two back legs, and I cringed. What was this dragon that has up to now shown no hostility towards me going to do? I had to shut my eyes.

I felt myself pulled against something warm and I felt two paws on my back. When I opened my eyes, Toothless wasn't preparing to kill me for showing weakness, and he wasn't mocking me for crying. He was actually trying to comfort me in a way that felt more or less human, or on the level of a human: he held me.

I inwardly felt stupid. When has Toothless demonstrated any semblance of thought that was less than what I considered "human"?

_Why do you cry?_

"I don't like waking up angry, and I don't like going to bed angry," I sobbed. "It makes me feel broken."

_Why are you angry?_

"Because I am sad."

_Why are you sad?_

"Because I can't go home. I want to go home."

_Why do you not try to make amends with your family?_

"You don't understand. When I say I'm dead to my family, I mean I'm dead to my family."

Toothless said nothing. He began to stroke my head while I vented.

"I got... hurt. I got really hurt and then I died while recovering. I woke up here."

The confession only made me cry harder, and I felt Toothless start to rock a little bit. Why do we do that to those we comfort? Is it an attempt at lulling the insecurity to sleep, or a reminder of how we ourselves are raised? I do not know.

"There, now you think I'm nuts, don't you?" I asked.

_No._

I opened my eyes again and looked up at his. He gave me a mournful smile.

_You're part of the rebirth, that's all._

I took a shaky breath and listened as he spoke.

_Dragons are more attuned to the natural world and the supernatural world than most humans. It is part of The Design: those that die before their times are given a second chance in one of an incredible number of realities. You can live twice._

He seemed to hold me a little tighter.

_Few creatures understand how the rebirth works. We dragons know it, the fairies of a faraway land know it, and the Sun Goddess of the land you claimed to be from is one of those that enacts it._

Though it answered a question, it raised many more that I would try to ask at another time. I was still shaken up. How did any of this help me, realistically?

"If... if you're so intelligent that you can know these things, then do you know of a way to send me back home?"

Toothless was silent, and his eyes met mine. He slowly shook his head 'no.'

My head fell to his chest again, and my heart felt like it shattered into pieces.

_I am sorry. There is no way to send you back from whence you came. You were given this chance that you may make a new life, for your old was taken away too early._

This time, I was silent.

_I am sure it has been stressful. You have been homesick all this time, haven't you?_

I nodded, tears still leaking from my eyes. I took a shaky breath in.

_You're at home now. I know it may not feel it yet, but you are at home on this island._

"Why are- Why do you care about how I feel, anyway? I'm not your rider..."

_Doesn't mean you can't be my friend. Hiccup wants to be your friend, too._

I was silent. He wiped a tear from my eye with a claw.

_Listen to me, son. If you feel this way again, I want you to tell one of us. We can't help you if you don't let us._

I was still silent.

_Please do, okay? _

I nodded.

"I'm sorry," I finally said. He looked down at me, curious.

_What are you sorry for?_

"For always being such a jerk. I have no right to act out the way I do... it's just the way I am lately, and it's not fair to you. I want to be a better person for you guys."

He smiled a toothless smile down at me.

_That's great, I'm proud of you._

Toothless released me, having calmed me down. I threw a little water on my face one more time, and then I started drying the water I'd accidently spilled on the floor.

_I need to go meet with Hiccup. Would you like to come with me?_

"No, thank you. I think I'm just going to get changed and go for a walk."

Toothless eyed me with concern again, so I continued.

"If anything comes up, I'll tell one of you. I promise."

_I'm going to hold you to it. I'll see you later, Rick._

With that, Toothless leapt through a window after grabbing something, and I wondered just how it was that I didn't hear him even enter...

* * *

><p><em><strong>Revolution! Revolution!<strong>_

* * *

><p>Looks like the rest of the town can breathe easy. The storm we were expecting to hit us apparently veered off, because we can see some sun, but a few miles out are quite a few clouds.<p>

I can even see the snow falling in the distance that we could've gotten; it's _that_ bad out there. I'm glad it missed us. Too much snow makes it hard to take off.

Hiccup was standing by the cliff face, eyeing the storm, almost trying to ensure that it did not change direction and pummel Berk.

He turned his head to me and smiled.

"Hey, thanks for getting that for me, bud."

_My pleasure._

When he took the vest from my mouth, he tried to hide the mild discomfort he had in its condition as he donned it. He hid it well, but not well enough.

_If you want it dry, then get it yourself next time. I don't have thumbs._

"I didn't say anything," he said. I lay down next to him and stared at the storm in the distance.

_Well, you were thinking it._

"I didn't say anything," he said again. "I love when my clothes are partially eaten and soaked in slobber. Oh, whoops..." He sat down beside me with a grunt and I playfully smacked him with my ear.

_Rick was at the house when I got there._

"Oh?"

_He was at the washbasin crying. That's why I took so long._

"Crying? Did he get hurt?" asked Hiccup, a concerned tone creeping into his voice. I shook my head.

"Then what was the matter?" he asked. I sighed through my nostrils.

_He was just... homesick. He said he missed his family, for one thing._

"Did you ask why he didn't try to mend his relationship with them?"

Though dragons know of The Design and the Rebirth, many humans do not. Attempting to explain it to a human that has not personally experienced it (and even those who have experienced it, admittedly) creates many undue questions, and it causes unneeded stress. I withheld Rick's ultimate fate from Hiccup because I did not know how he would react to such a story, and I feared the possibility of sowing chaos in town.

All of these Vikings believe in Odin as the Allfather, so hearing stories about Din, or Akatosh, or Okami Amaterasu would likely lead to havoc in town. Odin's one of the enforcers of The Design, too... if that's any solace.

_I did, but it doesn't sound like that'll do any good. He's a mess._

"What did you do?"

_I stuck around and tried to cheer him up a little bit, because that's just the kind of dragon I am._

Hiccup was silent for a moment, likely trying to think of something he might be able to do.

_If you want my opinion, I say we should continue doing what we've been doing: offering flight. It seems to be working. He apologized to me for his demeanor, and promised that he'd tell you or me if he's feeling down like that again._

Hiccup smiled. "You did a good thing, Toothless. I'm sure he appreciates it."

I returned his smile with one that gave me my namesake.

Off in the distance, the storm raged.

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>1, 677 words.<strong>

**We're now about 55% through the story, I think. There's twenty chapters in the entire story, all expected to be fairly short, not including trivia, which I suppose you can argue to be "Chapter 21."**

**Next chapter is about another flight, mainly. There's more to it, but I'm lazy.**


	13. Hot Water and a Metal Bar

**Chapter Twelve**

**Hot Water and a Metal Bar**

* * *

><p><strong>"I'm not a drawing expert, which I am."<strong>

**-Robert Benfer**

* * *

><p>I was relieved the storm didn't actually hit us. For one thing, had it hit us, it would've meant walking through snow and praying not to slip on ice that may have formed beneath. For another... we were still working on preserving our crops in case we get hit by famine.<p>

We were hit by famine last a few years ago, but we were fortunate, because we had the dragons to help us hunt. When we were unable to find food, the dragons would always come back with something, being able to move to and from more efficiently than us. They didn't steal from other settlements (thank Odin), and brought us fish if they could find it, or game from uninhabited islands (Toothless assured me). I like to think that we returned the favor when next we had surplus in our nets: there was a feast for the dragons.

"So," I said.

"So," she echoed.

"That was some storm last night, huh?" I asked.

"I know. I almost wanted to just blow off seeing you today," she replied.

"Why, is there another Hiccup in the picture that I don't know about?" I asked.

"One or two, but this one's my favorite," she said, before giving me a kiss.

I smiled sheepishly, she playfully pushed my shoulder, and we were silent again for a few moments.

"So, Hiccup... how's Rick? I haven't spoken to him."

"He's doing better, I think."

"You think?"

"Well, he's not lashing out anymore, at least as far as I know. On the first flight, I kept thinking he was going to demand I land and let him off, but he was quiet. The second time, I got him to talk a little more, and yesterday he uhh... opened up to Toothless here."

"That's what riding a Night Fury can do, I guess."

Toothless seemed to chuckle, but I could tell he was still worried about the boy, given his episode the day before.

"Are you taking him out again?" she asked.

"I'm going to try to today. He doesn't seem to be as angry anymore, but he still seems lost."

"Well, do what you do, Hiccup."

That was what I was planning.

* * *

><p>It took some effort to find him today. He was still asleep when I got up to meet Astrid, but he must've gotten up a few minutes after I left. He wasn't at home.<p>

I thought maybe he was watching the boats (something he seemed to enjoy doing when he wanted to be alone) from the docks, but he wasn't there either.

He wasn't working on any houses today. I saw him on no rooftops and I saw him haggling over no prices.

When I finally found him, he was in front of his stand, almost glaring at it, as if it had missed something important and he was offended.

"A little better, all things considered," he said. He was speaking to Toothless. The latter smiled up at him.

"I won't forget. Hi, Hiccup."

"Hey, bud. How're you doing today?" I asked, before realizing it was a stupid question, since Toothless essentially already asked.

He shrugged.

"I'm having problems getting jobs lately. Everybody has a home that's in working condition, and your real carpenter is making a quick recovery."

So I had heard. I think I have another job for him, but he doesn't really have the skills needed yet.

"Since you're not doing anything, why don't you fly with us?" I asked. Now, given recent attempts, I had to be ready for a fight. Though he lived among Vikings now and was on his way to becoming a Viking (the same why I was considered one, at least), he wouldn't out-stubborn me. Maybe his tenacity earned him extra gold for a repair or two, but mine led me to befriend a Night Fury, so there.

He surprised me, though. He didn't fight me this time. Heh, I _knew_ he liked flying!

"I guess. Nothing else to do, except stare at this stupid thing..."

The stand was unresponsive, and we started walking back to the house, because that's where the saddle was.

"So, let me ask you something, Rick: What kind of dragon is Toothless?"

"That's easy: A Night Fury."

I nodded. "Yeah, that was an easy one. What's Stormfly?"

"Nann... N... Nadder?"

"Good, you're learning! There's something about Nanner, though..."

"I was still new," he grumbled. I smiled at him.

"Relax, I'm just teasing you."

Again, I had Rick get the saddle on Toothless. He did for me, and watched as I put the false tail fin on Toothless.

"Do you think you could tell me what happened to him?"

I paused, and looked over my shoulder at Rick. He looked like he felt guilty asking me.

"When we still fought dragons, and I was still Hiccup the Useless... my number one dream was to bring down a Night Fury."

I tightened the false tail fin for Toothless.

"The thing was, I couldn't leave the house during a dragon attack without creating some form of chaos in town. I was... responsible for more damage on some occasions than the dragons were."

He said nothing.

"I shot down Toothless one night with a lucky shot from one of my own inventions. He fell into a cove. I don't know if it was the bolas or the fall that led to this injury of his... but I know I caused it."

_But I forgave you for it, because we were in a war. If I'd seen you, I'd have probably tried to kill you, too..._

I looked at Toothless, and saw him smiling comfortingly at me.

_I love you as if you're my own, Hiccup. If this handicap means I need you to fly, then I wouldn't have it any other way._

"Thanks, bud. I love you, too."

Suddenly I realized I'd trailed off, but Rick didn't seem to mind. He was avoiding eye contact.

"I shouldn't have said anything. I'm sorry, I just... I... I'll be quiet now."

I got myself into the saddle and invited him to do the same.

"C'mon, Rick. Today's the day I show you why they don't call me 'Hiccup the Useless' anymore!"

* * *

><p><em><strong>Revolution! Revolution!<strong>_

* * *

><p>I didn't like roller coasters much when I was younger.<p>

Come to think of it, I didn't like ferris wheels, either. The roller coaster thing should be self-explanatory. As for ferris wheels... I didn't like them because, last time I went on one, the door that was keeping me from a 300-foot fall to the ground just... opened up on its own while I was approaching the height of the ride. I had to lean forward, and pull the door shut, and I kept my hands on it the remainder of the ride for good measure.

In the previous rides with Hiccup and Toothless, the flight was relaxed, slower, and it was more so I could admire scenery. The thought that I was actually riding a dragon was, though I didn't admit it, awesome. It still is.

What we ended up doing that day was terrifying at first. I didn't scream (I usually don't when I'm afraid), but I was holding onto Hiccup tighter than I held onto that ferris wheel door, which is saying something, considering I'd nearly needed hot water and a metal bar to break the grip I had on that door.

Hiccup must've dealt with worse, though, because he didn't really react to my grip. He was having too much fun.

To be honest, I found the grip loosening as I found myself also enjoying this new flight, but I still made sure I was safe on Toothless' back. If I'd fallen, I trusted that Hiccup would make sure I was caught before anything bad happened, but I still didn't want to try it. Falling, that is.

We were going as fast as Toothless could go at the moment, doing bizarre zig zags, loops, and a few aileron rolls.

"Now, _this _is what flying's all about, Rick!" Hiccup shouted over the wind. Toothless let out a roar of approval, and slowed down to the speed I'd originally been accustomed to to rest himself.

They took me out to the ocean a ways.

"Hiccup?" I asked.

"Yeah, bud?"

"How far out was I when Astrid found me?"

I could tell he was smiling. It was an excuse to do more of the faster-paced flying, and Toothless was eager to comply.

"Let me show you," he said. "Hold on again!"

I think at this point that I could credit my entry to this world to either a wormhole that my soul fell into, or a hiccup in this "Reborn" system or whatever. No pun intended.

I remember thinking land was maybe a mile away, and it was.

"You were very lucky," said Hiccup. "Had Astrid failed to find you, you'd never have made shore. The currents in these waters are very strong. Even our ships have to aim off course in order to reach us from any direction."

"Wonder what would've happened to me, then," I muttered. Hiccup didn't say anything, but I wasn't asking him.

_You would've drowned, most likely. Once the cause was determined by the Celestials, they'd give you another chance, because this one wouldn't have lasted more than an hour. _

I didn't say anything else. In the back of my mind, I swear I heard a voice say, "I'm sorry, sweetie."

_I'm glad we found you. People washing up dead on the shore tends to kill the morale of everybody in town._

"Thanks a lot, Toothless," I said. He let out a draconic chuckle.

Hiccup led Toothless into a few more aileron rolls, and decided it was a good idea to start asking me questions- while we were mid-roll, more often than not.

"Remember Hookfang? What kind of dragon is he?" he asked.

"Monstrous Nightmare," I said.

"That's right, good job. What about Fishlegs' dragon?"

"Gronckle."

I was rewarded by a barrel roll, and by rewarded I mean I nearly lost my shit, because I almost fell.

"You're getting better! Much better than the guy I pop quizzed two months ago."

Two months... Has it truly been two months since the accident? Two months since I arrived in Berk? Have I really been enduring two months of self-hatred, self-torment, pure depression at any given moment...?

Two fucking months? Two FUCKING MONTHS?

I must've been shaking, because I felt Toothless' voice creep into my mind again.

_Rick? Are you alright?_

"Rick? Did you hear me?"

I shook my head to clear it. "No, I didn't."

"What about the twins? What dragon to they ride?"

I was silent. Hiccup slowed Toothless back down to the cruise so I could concentrate. I thought hard.

_Rick? Do you remember our deal?_

"I... I... I'm sorry. I don't remember that one."

"Hideous Zippleback. Four out of five is pretty good, bud. Nice work... are you okay?"

"Have I really been here for two months, Hiccup?" I asked.

He didn't say anything at first.

"Because," I continued. "Because... I don't know anymore. Everything melts together to some extent. I just... I feel like I have no direction. What have I contributed to this place other than angst and housing? 'Oh, Rick? He's that half-decent home repair guy.' I want to be something more."

"Like a skywatcher?"

I blinked. "Yeah."

"Why aren't you doing that, then?"

Before I could answer, he continued.

"Let me guess: My Dad roped you into what he considers 'real skills'?"

He took my silence as an affirmative.

"We're Vikings, if you haven't noticed. Science and Philosophy are not part of everyday life..."

I began to wilt a little.

"However," he continued. "If I can sway an entire village of people to give up fighting dragons and start befriending them... then you can sway my Dad to allow you to study the sky."

He flashed a smile to me.

"Then you can start teaching me about the stars at night. Astronomy was never my forte."

"Okay," I said. It sounded like fun. "You teach me how to distinguish different dragons, and I can teach you how to astronomy."

"I'll teach you more than how to tell dragons apart, but we'll cross that bridge when we come to it."

With that, Hiccup turned us back towards land, and I was surprised to see how far out we've come. Berk was a spot on the horizon now. I could even see a few of the other islands, but the rest were hidden from my view.

Toothless is a fast dragon, though... so it wouldn't be long before we were back at Berk.

"So, did you have fun?" asked Hiccup.

"I think so," I said.

"You think so?"

"I've been building and moping for so long that I'm not sure what fun is anymore."

Hiccup shot a worried look at me.

"Let's keep working at that, then. No more moping for you."

We landed, and walked back into the house after I helped take off Toothless' gear.

"You're good at flying, Hiccup," I said for the first time.

_Hiccup's a Night Fury in the body of a Viking. He was born for the sky._

He smiled. "Thanks, bud. It's one of only a few things that I'm not a total disaster at."

I tilted my head. He clarified.

"I can't use a sword, I can't swing an axe, I can't fight, and I certainly can't build. Remember? Hiccup the Useless."

I followed him up the steps to his room, which took him a little while. He started rummaging through a pile of papers at his desk.

"I have my pros, though. There's riding, of course, there's smithing, and..."

He turned back to me with a piece of parchment that had a near perfect likeness of Toothless on it, smiling warmly. He also showed me a small wooden sculpture of the dragon that looked freshly painted. It shined a bit in the candlelight.

"...I'm pretty good with art."

I stared in awe.

"Wow," I said. "That's... Hiccup, you're an amazing artist."

_Neither of those are even his art at its best._

"Rick, uhh..."

I blinked. Did I do something wrong?

"I'm pretty good at drawing by description, so if you want, I'll sit down with you sometime, and I'll draw anyone or anything for you. You just need to describe what it is I'm drawing."

"You'd do that... for me?" I asked. He nodded with a smile, and I felt a tear leak out of my eye, because I instantly thought of my family.

"You... you guys are awesome, you know that? Don't ever change."

"What are friends for?" he asked. "Hey, why don't we go to the Great Hall and have a bite to eat? I'm starving."

I smiled. "Sounds good."

_Hey, there's a smile._

"Good to see you smiling, bud."

I considered those moments a milestone. I still do, because it was in those moments that I smiled for the first time in two months.

It was in those moments that I smiled for the first time since the rebirth.

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>2,539 words.<strong>

**There are about 8 more chapters without the trivia.**

**Next chapter covers some stuff that's in another window.**
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**Chapter Thirteen**

**A Nickname Basis With Jesus**

* * *

><p><strong>"What is a friend? A single soul dwelling in two bodies."<strong>

**-Aristotle**

* * *

><p>In lieu of a belief system to give me comfort, I found a few more simple ways to help me get through the rough patch:<p>

Singing softly to myself. I more often than not sang "Oh You Beautiful Doll", because it's one of the only songs I can actually sing decently/remember the lyrics to. It's not much, but it takes my mind off of this situation, albeit for only a few minutes.

Then there were my sessions with Hiccup and Toothless. I know I resisted the first few times, but... I began to enjoy flying with them, socializing with them, and just being around them.

I was wrong about them. They weren't just being nice to the new guy. They were actually as nice as they let on. It seemed like Hiccup always made a point to be extra kind to me whenever I struggled, and whenever he did, I felt my anguish ebb away.

Toothless was more reserved in his socialization with me on most occasions. We spoke about my predicament, mostly. He filled my mind with many stories of good versus evil between the powers behind this whole "Design" of his (he referred to these powers as the "Celestials"), and as is the case with astronomy, the more I knew, the more questions popped up.

I also quickly discovered that, what I knew about astronomy, which is a knowledge base I've built since I was eight (I'm 20), is nothing compared to what Toothless knows. He's miles ahead of me. I gathered such information that night at the Great Hall; Hiccup had no idea why I looked so blown away while I stared at the Night Fury.

_I'll make you a deal, Rick: If you keep behaving, I'll teach you what I know._

"Deal," I said. He nodded, and we went back to eating. Yeah, it was kind of patronizing, the way he said it, but I am the youngest in that house (Hiccup's almost 23, Stoick's in his forties, and it wouldn't surprise me if Toothless was at one point on a nickname basis with Jesus). I was told to respect my elders as a kid. It's a shame I'd forgotten that rule for these past months...

Also, Toothless was nice, but I was still sort of terrified of saying 'no' to him.

"So, what are you planning on doing about the lack of projects?" asked Hiccup.

"I'm thinking of toughing it out for a day or two in case something comes up. You still need me until the real guy gets back to it," I said.

"I heard through my Dad that he's going to be good to resume building before next week is up."

I took a drink from the mug before me (I don't know what was in it, but it was good), and sighed.

"Yeah, here's hoping I can lecture."

Hiccup laid a hand on my shoulder.

"I know I said that science isn't a huge thing here on Berk, but knowing the stars at night will be helpful to new sailors and riders alike."

I smiled at him. "Knowing what makes them tick is a bonus."

"Exactly."

We finished eating before most of the other Vikings (we didn't exactly feast, save for Toothless, who always does), and headed back home. I was going to point out a few constellations for Hiccup, but the clouds rolled in between now and when we got to the Great Hall. At this point, it was almost nine in the evening.

When we got back to the house, we sat in the parlour to play a card game before bed.

"So," I said.

"So," he replied.

"Fives are wild... You know what occurs to me?"

"What's that, bud?"

I drew a card and trashed another.

"I never thanked you for letting me live with you, Hiccup..."

He picked up the card I'd trashed and then threw away one of his own.

"So... thank you," I said. It felt good to be finally getting this out. "...and thank you for always being so patient with me. It means a lot, even if it may not seem like it does at times."

He smiled at me. I've got three of a kind...

"It's no problem at all, really. I'm just happy to help, Rick."

I stared at him while he looked at his cards, and then I looked down at Toothless, who was eyeing Hiccup with adoration.

"Rick's kind of formal. If you guys want, you can call me Ricky," I said. He drew another card, and glanced at me. "That's what my friends called me, anyway."

"Ricky, huh?" asked Hiccup. I nodded, and saw Toothless give me a goofy smile.

_Then it's nice to meet you, Ricky._

I chuckled.

"Ricky," said Hiccup.

"Yeah?"

He threw away one more card, threw down a full house, and gave me a grin.

"Pay me!"

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>827 words.<strong>

**"Pay Me" is part of the rummy family of card games. It can be fun, but it's time consuming, and I'm horrendous at it. **

**Next chapter will certainly progress the plot to some extent. Things will happen in it, so hold onto your seats.**
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**Chapter 14**

**Disemboweled By Beard Hair**

* * *

><p><strong>"It is easier to build strong children than to repair broken men."<strong>

**-Frederick Douglass**

* * *

><p>I've not spoken to Stoick in what feels like a small eternity. It's not that I minded this distance; it's merely an observation. Whenever he wanted to speak to me, I find it's because I either did something worth a scolding by him, or because he wanted to make sure I was still doing my thing, which was building. When I say we haven't spoken, I mean in a few weeks, though we live in the same house (I use the Guest Room at Hiccup's behest). I go my way, and he goes his way.<p>

He's the kind of guy that ignores me when I'm not a nuisance, and I'm more than happy to ignore him, too.

We never chat about the weather, or ask how the other is doing. There are no pleasantries between us, or between his dragon and I, for that matter.

So when Hiccup woke me up early in the morning, saying that Stoick wanted to speak to me, I got a little nervous.

"Well, where is he?" I asked, making the bed and trying to chase the sleep from my mind.

"He's at your shop in town waiting for you. Bundle up, alright? It's very cold out right now."

"Okay, Hiccup."

"After you're done, we'll go get breakfast, alright?"

I nodded, somewhat relieved. Hiccup's suggestion of breakfast afterwards felt like a possibility that he was going to accompany me to this meeting. He is the only person that can stop Stoick from doing something, and I'd much rather have this meeting with him in tow.

He'd be able to talk his Dad out of almost anything, like the punishment of a reforming schmuck like me. Have I ever mentioned that Stoick terrifies me? I've seen the guy pick up a Gronckle before- with one hand. The only thing more surprised at that act than I was would be the Gronckle.

If he could pick up one of those walking boulders, then he could probably be-head me without a weapon.

After I got dressed (I was right, Hiccup decided to tag along, but Toothless was sleeping in), we headed out. Try as I might, I was unable to keep the "I-think-I'm-walking-to-my-execution" out of my body language, and Hiccup, with that eagle eye of his, noticed. I know because he chuckled at me.

"You seem nervous," he pointed out.

"Probably because I am," I said.

"Why's that?"

I looked at him. "Because I've been such an a-hole."

He glanced at me again.

"...Remember?" I asked.

He said nothing, but I swear he was trying to hide a smirk.

Stoick was, as Hiccup said, in front of my shop talking to Gobber about something. He saw Hiccup and I heading his way, and sent Gobber off to do his own thing. Before I'd even reached him, he waved Hiccup off, and my shield nodded, and then wandered over to a nearby bench.

"Great, now I'm defenseless," I muttered.

"What?" asked Stoick. I shook my head. It wasn't anything personal, but I didn't want to meet any of the Gods or Goddesses, because I was raised atheist, and I'm afraid of swallowing my pride and asking them not to let me burn.

As Toothless says, though... this isn't a punishment. Why give me a second chance and personal one-on-one if I was a bad boy? For redemption, maybe... but I'm still afraid.

"...did you hear a word I just said?" asked Stoick.

_Ah, shit... I'm really in for it now!_

"No, sir. I'm sorry, I was miles away. Please don't kill me."

He stared, like I'd surprised him. "Kill you? No! No..."

Stoick pinched the bridge of his nose and sighed.

"You're really making this difficult, you know that?" he asked.

"Sorry," I said again. I'd been doing that a lot lately. Apologizing, that is. It was as if, in all this time I spent preoccupied with myself and my problems, I was keeping some kind of apology debt, and I was now doing my part to pay it off.

"What I'm trying to say is... you've made quite the turn around from what you were when you got here. You're not getting into fights, not yelling at people for no reason, and you even made a few friends. I'm trying to tell you that I'm impressed. Keep it up, okay?"

I nodded, almost unable to contain my relief. I _wasn't_ about to be disemboweled by beard hair, after all!

Stoick patted my shoulder (and again nearly dislocated it), and then beckoned Hiccup back in my direction, though he didn't move, as I was walking towards him.

"Start thinking of another line of work, boy. You're going to need one once Clumsy Crush-A-Lot is back in action."

That last statement dampened my mood a bit, but I didn't let it get me down too much. I planned on talking to Stoick about giving lectures on the sky after that guy started working again.

He went to go find Gobber, and Hiccup and I started walking to the Great Hall. The walk was mostly silent for a while. No words were needed to express what Hiccup was thinking, and I was still on cloud nine considering I survived contact with Stoick the Vast again.

"Hey, Fishlegs," said Hiccup, pulling me from my thoughts. The moment I saw him those twenty feet away, I felt guilty again. I never apologized to him, and this was perhaps another thing that I'd bumbled: I'd failed to accept responsibility for my own actions.

"Hi," I said to him. He was still upset with me, so he waved to Hiccup, but refused me eye contact. I approached, and he retreated behind his Gronckle, which in turn growled lowly at me, as if to warn me off.

"Fishlegs," I said. I took another step forward, and Meatlug's low growl suddenly grew louder and angrier. I froze for a moment, and retreated back a step. With my retreat, the growl lowered again.

"Look, I'm sorry, okay? You were right. That's why I did that. I was thinking of me when I hit you. It was stupid of me."

He said nothing, but now he looked at me silently.

"I don't expect you to accept my apology, but I want to throw it out there anyway: I'm sorry for punching you," I said. He still said nothing. "Sorry," I said once more for good measure.

Meatlug eyed me now with a look of... she still hated me, but she at least respected me a little now for saying that. With nothing else to say, I turned back to rejoin a proud, almost smug-looking Hiccup, and we were walking again.

I was actually feeling better about myself again. What a foreign feeling it is...

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>1,148 words.<strong>

**This has been taking a long time because of class. I've got a ton of homework to take care of this weekend, so odds are there's going to be a wait for the next chapter as well. I'm not dead. I'm just busy.**

**Next chapter covers more flying, and I might include one or two extra parts if I can find the time.**
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**Chapter Fifteen**

**A Bromance With Chtulhu**

* * *

><p><strong>"If God wanted us to fly, he would have given us tickets."<strong>

**-Mel Brooks**

* * *

><p>Oh, I was having a <em>hell <em>of a day. It was likely my last day with this work. I could've had two jobs today, which would've given me a cushion if I couldn't convince Stoick to let me do my thing. I was able to do one of them: another roof repair job. The other would've been a fortune, but it was way out of my skill level. The foundation on that house was fucked, which would've been good for me if I knew how to fix that sort of thing... but I said I had some skill in carpentry. I never said I knew how to build a house from the ground up.

So, as much as it pained me to say it, I told the guy to wait until Clumsy What's-His-Face was back in action.

Now, I was helping some bitter old guy by doing his roof, and he fought me on the price, and then decided to make things harder for me by watching my every damned move. I couldn't breathe in a way he deemed 'wrong' without his nagging about it.

It was a miserable three hours, so I wasn't in the best of moods by the time I was done with the roof. I still had to clean up the tiles I didn't need, and that guy's Mr. Burns looking ass didn't help in the slightest. He just gave me a "meh", and then went inside. Schmuck...

"Hey, any idea where I can get a roof like that?"

When I looked up towards the path, I already knew who it was. I only lived with the guy.

"Yeah, go build one," I said. He chuckled.

"What can I do for you, Hiccup?" I asked. "Please don't say a roof repair."

He brushed some hair out of his face.

"No roof repairs? What would you say to replacing the floor in the kitchen?"

"I'd say wait for Stompy, or whatever his name is."

He smiled.

"How about flying with Toothless and I again?"

"Sounds like a plan. Just let me clean up all this junk, and I'll meet you somewhere," I said, gesturing to the discarded roof tiles, nails, and chunk of wood I'd "accidently" thrown at that codger.

"Okay, how about back at the house? It's where Toothless is, anyway."

I nodded. "I'll be there in a bit."

So I started cleaning up. The thought of going on a flight with my only two real friends on this island, though no longer novel, brightened my day nonetheless. I couldn't wait to be away from this guy's house, perhaps looking down upon its resident in a way not unlike I was thirty minutes prior.

When I was done disposing of the trash (I gave it to Gobber so he could recycle it, and he gave me a little money for it), I headed back to the house. By now, it was two or three in the afternoon, and the sun was well on its way toward the horizon.

Toothless was already saddled up when I got there, but Hiccup was messing around with the pedal, and he had his back to me when I approached. Toothless gave me a smile, and nudged Hiccup with his head.

"Hi guys," I said. Hiccup looked over his shoulder at me.

"Hey, bud!"

Boy, he's always chipper.

"Let me ask you something, Ricky: You're a size 10, right?"

I nodded, then realizing that he wasn't watching me, added, "Yes. Why?"

He moved away from the pedal and smiled at me. The original pedal that his prosthetic clicked into was dismantled on the ground beside Toothless, replaced by a larger one.

"This'll be a perfect fit, then."

My eyes widened. "Hold on a second, what?"

"Well, you've been riding with us for a while. I think it's time you learned to ride for yourself!"

Such a suggestion brought me pause. Suddenly I was brought back to the accident. What if, what if, what if...

What if I locked his prosthetic and we were sent careening to the ground or sea?

Hiccup would fix the fin.

What if I broke the pedal?

It wouldn't break. Hiccup made it.

What if Toothless' wings got too cold?

They wouldn't.

What if we crashed?

"I know what you're thinking," said Hiccup. "Don't worry. We won't go very far or very fast until you're ready, okay?"

I said nothing. At this point, I was just thinking about all the bad things that could happen if I was the rider and not the passenger. I've never even been horseback riding before... but Hiccup's good at many things, not the least of which being convincing me to do something I'm not sure I want to do.

I don't even know how he did it. I'd convinced myself that I wasn't going to be a dragon rider, and the next thing I know, Hiccup's got me sticking my foot into the pedal, and moving it at various angles.

"I don't understand," I said. "Nobody else rides like this, right?"

"No," said Hiccup. "Just us."

I was going to say something else, but he continued.

"Point your toes down a little more... If you can learn to ride like this, then you can ride anything. That's why we're doing it."

"Do you give everyone this kind of instruction?" I asked.

"No, just friends and family, really."

That stuck with me. I knew I thought of Hiccup as one of my best friends (I only had the two on the island, anyway), and I knew he said he thought of me as a friend, too... but knowing that he trusted me enough to teach me on _his_ dragon?

I shouldn't say that. Toothless isn't his property any more than he is Toothless' property.

Another of his unique abilities was the ability to make friends with anybody. I bet he could have a bromance with Chtulhu.

Hiccup didn't have me in the air for an hour and a half. I first had to prove that I trusted Toothless, which was done by my sticking my hand out for him. He pushed his snout into my palm, as if I were to work my will with him.

I only did it because Hiccup asked me to, but I did feel something when Toothless' snout met my hand. It was more than comradery. It nearly felt familial.

After I'd done that, Hiccup ran me through the basic positions to tilt my foot.

I was afraid to get into the air, even in spite of their encouragement.

Still, they managed to convince me. I gave Toothless the squeeze on the shoulder Hiccup always gave him, and then we were in the air.

Hiccup didn't tell me to change the position I had on the pedal, we were only hovering at the moment, but it was... incredible. I was flying this time. I was atrocious at it, but as they've been doing since my arrival, Hiccup and Toothless showed me immense patience.

That's not to say I got better in that one flight. I almost killed us, and when I was feeling reasonably mortified about it, Hiccup told me a story about his own near death experience while flying with Toothless.

The story was a shock to me. For a while now, I'd been thinking of Hiccup as this masterful dragon trainer and rider. That is, I saw him more as someone that failure could not come to, at least when it came to dragons... mainly because whenever he invited me to fly with him, nothing happened that he did not want to happen.

So, hearing about him about seven years ago nearly falling to his death because he lost focus for a moment, scared me a little bit. I didn't want to think of what my life would have been like here if Hiccup had died that day.

Had he been killed along with Toothless, the village would more than likely still be fighting an endless stalemate with an enemy that thinks as rationally as, or perhaps more rationally than they do. Would I have been told to learn to fight? I took Sambo when I was younger for a few years... but I'd never so much as held a sword.

Once again, Hiccup had to tear me from my thoughts, because I almost flew us into a cliff face that jumped out of nowhere. Toothless flicked his ear into my face in mild irritation, but he didn't get outright angry with me.

I took the hint, however, and made sure to stay focused on what I was doing. He and Hiccup appreciated that. The focus, that is.

What else can I say about this first lesson? I almost crashed into that cliff face, for one thing, I accidently got Toothless to bank left and almost out of the sky, we hit a few branches, and an egg sac that looked like it belonged to a spider fell on the saddle, there was the incident with Snotlout, but I sort of hit him in the face with that spider's egg sac on purpose.

That was the highlight of the day. I've always loved a good prank, but that was one of my masterpieces. Neither Hiccup, Toothless, nor myself knew that Snotlout was terrified of spiders, so when the egg sac birthed hundreds of the little critters on him, he sort of shrieked like a tiny girl and ran around in circles wildly until Hookfang got to his side and shoved him into a barrel of goat's milk.

At that point we three were laughing so hard that it was a miracle I didn't roll out of the saddle to the ground we were now safe on. I'd been laughing so hard that I didn't realize we'd landed. After he stopped laughing, Hiccup complimented it, and Toothless did, as well.

I didn't want to be rude, so I complimented Toothless on landing, and I thanked them both for the umpteenth time about everything.

"No problem, Ricky. We'll do this again same time tomorrow, okay?"

I nodded. "Sounds good."

"Hiccup!"

All the fun I'd lost myself in was abruptly washed away. Stoick was walking straight at us in such a fashion that I wondered if I should dive out of the way.

"Did you see Snotlout?" he asked us. I cringed, but Hiccup nodded.

"Yeah, he's in town somewhere, why?"

"No, I mean just now. Someone threw a bunch of spiders at him."

"Oh?" Hiccup asked, playing dumb. "I wonder who that could've been."

"Whoever it was..."

I gulped.

"I need to congratulate. That might have been the funniest trick I've seen since that thing with the goat's milk and the shoehorn."

Hiccup chuckled. "Yeah, that _was_ a good one. Oh, Dad?"

Stoick eyed his son silently, as if he were saying, "Speak."

"I think Ricky wanted to ask you something."

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>1,837 words.<strong>

**If you're just getting here or to any of my other stories, know that I've not tampered with them in any way. Some of the line breaks that I had on the chapters vanished for no particular reason, or my computer is just breaking. I don't doubt that. It IS pretty old (6 months).**

**I'll try to get around to fixing the ones where the line breaks were corrupted/removed, but I maintain that I DID put them in to separate what needed to be separated, and a few recently just... vanished.**

**Next chapter covers a little bit of this and a little bit of that. Again, be prepared for a wait. I've got house work to do tomorrow, work-work Sunday, and midterms all next week.**

**I need a vacation.**
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**Chapter Sixteen**

**Oh Be A Fine Girl, Kiss Me!**

* * *

><p><strong>"It is not titles that honor men, but men that honor titles."<strong>

**-Niccolo Machiavelli**

* * *

><p>This place is a roller coaster to me. I've had my ups and my downs.<p>

When I arrived, the anger I felt was at myself, and this self loathing projected its way onto the people around me. I shudder to think what would have became of me had I not turned around. Stoick would've shipped me off to sea.

Speaking of Stoick, have I ever mentioned he terrifies me? Because he does. Hiccup once told me that his father terrified him, too. Toothless isn't afraid of him, because I heard he could've kicked his ass if Hiccup hadn't stopped him, which made me afraid of Toothless more so than I was afraid of Stoick. I scoff at Slenderman now.

However, the village is still full of surprises to me. In my time here, I've experienced temperatures that drop so low as to forbid leaving the house for any reason, and there have even been two days where, in the middle of winter, the temperature felt like it was in the fifties.

There's also the time Astrid helped me set up a practical joke on the twins, there's the time she warned me in advance of a trick Snotlout had planned for me, and there's also the time Stoick agreed to letting me teach Astronomy with no resistance whatsoever.

"...so, now that I'm out of a job, I want to see if it's okay if I start teaching astronomy: basic starwatching, constellation viewing, altitude and azimuth, et cetera."

"Okay, sounds good."

"I know it doesn't sound like much of a job, and what would a town full of Vikings do with such information, but I really think it's something the town can do with using."

"I'm agreeing with you. We need an astronomer to teach our up and coming sailors to navigate by the stars, because we can't always use the dragons to help us fish."

"What I think is important, though, is to have an astronomer to teach your up and coming sailors how to navigate ships by the stars in the sky, since the dragons are only viable for fishing every now and again..."

"Like I said, I agree."

"...so I hope you can agree- You agree?"

He nodded. "Yes, as I've been trying to say. If you know astronomy well, then we can certainly use that. When you told me you're good at skywatching, I assumed you were referring to a mere hobby. You really should try to be more clear with what you say. I'm sure Guana Name-Butcher could teach you a few things. Speak to her if you have the time."

Once he stomped off, I looked at Hiccup, and he looked about as surprised as I was.

Hiccup was an excellent teacher. The more I learned from he and Toothless, the better I felt. I didn't learn very fast by any stretch of the imagination (2 months and 3 days, about), but no matter how stupid my mistake was, they were both very patient with me.

The lessons were a lot of fun, too. I can't forget that. The best part is, they were one-on-one (or two-on-one) sessions, which meant less of a chance of me causing embarrassment in front of a class like I did in school nine times out of ten.

My lectures took place in the Great Hall, where I taught the basics of constellations and where to look for them in respect to one another. This method, however, required me to re-learn the constellations as well as their places in the sky, for the sky I now looked at was totally different from the one I was learning about in my old home. I'd never really noticed before because whenever I so much as thought about skywatching, I'd feel homesick. So, I never bothered with anything more than a quick glance or two up at the night sky every once in a while.

Thus, I have to thank Toothless every time I see him, because I managed to get the job, and he went to great lengths to make sure I maintained it. I told him more of the constellations from my home in exchange for information on the ones here: I traded the constellation Leo for the constellation Gekigami, Ursa Major for the constellation of Din, Auriga for Kazegami, and Draco for Akatosh.

There were more, but I'm a shiny objects teacher.

I mainly taught people how to find constellations in the sky by way of altitude and azimuth, both of which rely heavily on angles and a basic grip on mathematics. Unfortunately, most of the Vikings in my classes were not versed in math. I had to teach them all about angles first.

It was a tedious part of my job, but it was worth it for the opportunity of sneaking some good stuff in there from time to time. I taught them about stellar classifications: OBAFGKM, or as I was taught to remember them, "Oh Be A Fine Girl, Kiss Me!"

Or, if you live on Berk, "Oh Be A Fine Goat, Kiss Me!"

There were times that were tough, of course. I've had my share of students that don't want anything to do with my subject, and only want to fish. As soon as I bring up the math, they leave the lecture hall (I'm given free reign over the Great Hall on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, from 12-1:15, 1:30-2:50, and again at 6:00-8:50 in the evening. Lunch and dinner are planned around the lessons). What they never seem to remember is, I don't let them in unless they've paid for the lessons. If they want to leave, I'll let them leave. I don't give them their payments back, though.

There are only a few people I let sit in on lessons for free, and Hiccup is, of course, one of them. He's not at every lesson, but I do appreciate his stopping by when he can. Being a Riding Instructor is a full time job, after all.

After I'd been riding with him for some time, he decided to ask me to take more lessons with him at the Dragon Academy.

It was a big decision. I liked flying, but I wasn't sure I was going to be able to take longer lessons and teach lessons, too. I have to give lecture exams to ensure everyone knows the stars, which also means I have to grade those exams, which is a chore that more often than not leads me to cry.

I brought up my concerns, and he told me that he made sure the lessons did not interfere with my lectures. He was, after all, the lead instructor. He had that authoritah.

So, I told him that I'd show up, and I would do so the very next day.

I change my record.

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>1,157 words.<strong>

**So, if you've not checked my profile (don't blame you if you didn't), then I'm going to let you know that I've been absolutely bombarded with school work in the last month and a half or so. The entire list of things I have to do are on my profile page, not the least of which being another Film History Critique, 30-page script, community service, and another video. There's much more. Juggling all that with work leaves me with little down time. I've not had a free weekend since mid-March.**

**I know, excuses. **

**So, I thought of another story or two after this. Yes, there's still ****_The Hourglass_**** (Majora's Mask), and ****_Caged _(Skyrim), but now I'm thinking of a unique ****_Okami _re-telling, and a prequel story to it. If you've ever played _Okami_, and you think you might like a story about it, let me know. **

**I'll probably end up doing it if I feel like it regardless of whether or not you guys care, but...**

**Yeah, so four chapters left in this story without the trivia. Like usual, they shouldn't be long... however I'd expect a bit of a wait again, because I'm still looking at quite a bit of school work to take care of, and that's before my final exams. I'll be done with my semester by mid-May.**
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**Chapter Seventeen**

**How to Unbuild Your Renovations Stand**

* * *

><p><strong>"A gentleman will not insult me, and no man not a gentleman can insult me."<strong>

**-Frederick Douglass**

* * *

><p>I like, every so often, to think back at all the changes that have been occuring in my life. At least, the life I was granted here on Berk.<p>

Of course, I was becoming a half-decent rider, and I loved teaching, even in spite of the math.

I wasn't waking up angry and depressed anymore. I still thought about home, sure, but it was in a different way now.

I will always love my family, but I don't want to cry my eyes out and scream and curse so much when I look outside anymore. When I see Hiccup and Toothless around, I don't care about the flights as much as I care about being around them. They were there for me when I was in my rut. I told myself to be there for them if they ever needed me, as well. Not that they ever needed me or anything.

At Toothless' suggestion, I went to the Pantheon. He'd simply suggested I go to see all of the deities that had monuments there, because he thought it might interest me. When I saw hers, however, I did something I never did in my first life: I prayed. I gave her my thanks for the second chance she gave me at life. I swear her monument (a wolf with some kind of disk on its back) glowed for a moment.

When I walked in there, I celebrated no religion (that's not to say that I disrespected those that did). When I walked out, I had chosen a God, or, rather, a Goddess. I'm the only person on Berk that prays to Amaterasu. Almost everyone else prays to Odin.

The last thing I can think of that changed was about Snotlout. He stopped bugging me so much in public, probably because of how thoroughly humiliated I made him in front of everyone. He'd never admit to knowing who threw that egg sac at him, but he knew it was me.

That is, however, not to say that he _never_ tried to bother me.

When we walked into the Academy, Astrid, John, Johnifer, Fishlegs, and Snotlout were all already waiting.

The twins did not acknowledge my presence, as they were busy playing Five Finger Filet. Astrid smiled at me, and I smiled back. We still didn't know each other that well, but after she warned me of a trick Snotlout tried to play on me, and I warned her of one the twins had planned for her, we had something of an alliance against the waves of bullshit those three tried to throw against us every so often.

Fishlegs wasn't my biggest fan, still, but he at least gave me a nod. Meatlug didn't even acknowledge me.

Snotlout started walking up to me, and I felt the old embers of a bitter rivalry start to get stirred up again.

"Well, well, well..."

"Snotlout."

"Rick-o."

I nodded.

"Here to take my job, aren't you?"

I nodded again. "You know it."

"I did! I did know it. I've seen you flying Toothless!"

I said nothing.

"Hiccup, you never discussed this with me."

Hiccup didn't say anything back. He was busy making googly-eyes at Astrid, and so I crossed my arms and stared at Snotlout, waiting for him to rant his stupid little head off.

He tried to get under my skin, but I did something that made me proud: I just smiled and nodded as he spoke. What's weird is, when he gets into attacking someone, he speaks faster and faster until nobody can understand him save for himself, so I kind of lost him after he called me an excuse of a rider.

I was proud of myself because I wasn't letting him get to me anymore. He threw a bunch of what I assumed were insults at me until he was satisfied, at which point I yawned in his face and walked over to Hiccup. Snotlout was too stunned to respond.

Hiccup saw what I did, though, and so did Astrid and Toothless. Surely the others did, too, but I didn't really care what they said or thought.

"Wow, you've really turned over a new leaf, Rick," said Astrid.

"Thanks," I said.

"You're improving all around, bud," said Hiccup. "You're more open, not as quick to anger, and you don't seem as sad, anymore. Let's not forget the flying, either!"

"You're gonna make me blush with all them kind words," I said. He chuckled, and she smiled.

My lessons were not taken upon Toothless' back this time. Today, I was to learn more about the other types of dragon. All riders are required to have some basic knowledge of all dragons, not just the ones they ride.

That's not to say that I was sure I wanted to be a "rider." I considered myself more of a scholar.

Honestly, I wasn't sure I wanted to have a dragon, anyway. I'd take the lessons, of course. They gave me something to do in my down time, but I don't even have my own home yet, much less the means to care for an enormous beast.

Hiccup instructed me to speak with each of the others (save for Snotlout and Fishlegs) for a few quick pointers on their dragons. After I was done, he would quiz me on what I learned, but would tell me about the Gronckle and Monstrous Nightmare on another occasion.

The first person I graced with my presence was Astrid, and she told me all about how fast a Nadder could fling its barbs.

"They don't travel so fast as to go all the way through prey," she said. "The easier to kill you with, my dear. If a Nadder is ever enraged and you find yourself its target, get behind something that's at least as thick as you are. If you're stuck in the open, get as low to the ground as you can, and protect your neck and head."

"Charming."

She brushed some hair out of her eyes.

"Hey, just a precaution. Nadders tend to be very easy to make friends with, but it's nice to know how to not get eviscerated, isn't it?"

I nodded. "It's comforting."

"Stormfly here wouldn't hurt you. I see the way you're looking at her tail."

Stormfly seemed to smile reassuringly at me, and Astrid told me a few more facts about Nadders. I learned, as she already said, that they were some of the easiest to make friends with, and that they're very loyal. They also can't see things that are directly in front of them without turning their heads, and if you give one a scratch on the neck and a tuna, it'll love you forever.

Nadders don't have the same ability as Toothless, though. They can not communicate with humans. That's not to say, however, that they don't share his intellect. I know because I asked him before I spoke with the twins.

When I finally moved onto John and Johnifer, I didn't get as much information on the Zippleback as I did on the Nadder, because the twins spend more time arguing with each other than they do actually saying anything important. I managed to gather, before they broke down into bickering (which took only minutes), that the two heads each have different jobs. One head breathes a highly flammable gas (which contains enough carbon monoxide to knock someone of my frame out cold in minutes. I know because it happened a few months later in a prank the twins pulled on me that backfired), and the other lights it. The thing about the gas is, if it isn't lit, it lingers.

Other than that ability, there wasn't much else the Zippleback was capable of doing. It could use its weight to injure anybody it wanted to, sure, but... meh.

What fascinates me, however, is thinking about the two heads. Is it one dragon, or are they two? They have two brains, so it stands to reason that they are two dragons, right? Well, if one head bumps against something, the other head will wince, as if to say, "Ow, my head!" What was my go-to for this little conundrum? Toothless, later that night, of course!

I was shocked. Even he didn't know the answer. The dragon that knows existentialism like the back of his paw didn't know if a Hideous Zippleback was one dragon or two. He _did_ tell me that the Zippleback was Loki's idea, though, so that explained a little bit. Maybe it was designed to drive people a little mad? If it's a question that stumps _Toothless_, then I don't have a chance.

I don't exactly remember what the quiz was like (I was wondering about the Zippleback too much), but I guess I did a good job on it, because the next thing I remember is Hiccup beaming at me, telling me I did an awesome job.

"Wait, I passed?" I asked.

"You got every one of his questions right, good for you!" said Astrid.

_At this rate, you'll be ready to replace Snotlout in no time._

Toothless grinned a toothless grin at me, and I fought (and failed) to keep my smile off my face. Hiccup patted my shoulder.  
>"Seriously, great job, Ricky. You're coming along nicely. This calls for a celebration. How about a flight?"<p>

I thought for a moment, but shook my head.

"Nah, not now. I've got a better idea."

"What's that?"

I looked at him with a mischievous grin. "Y'know how I never took down that old renovations stand of mine?"

He nodded.

"How about we unbuild it?"

At those words, the mischievous grin on my face found its way onto Hiccup's face. Astrid, however, was lost.

"Oh, that's going to be fun."

"Wait, what are you two up to?" she asked. She looked up at Stormfly, who seemed to shrug in response.

"Let's just say we're working on a new book. It's called 'How to Unbuild Your Renovations Stand.' Just so you know, 'unbuild' translates to 'destroy,'" said Hiccup.

Cue mischievous face upon Astrid.

"Ah, the destruction of renovation! The most ironic of all stress relief. Mind if I tag along?" she asked. I beckoned for her to come with a smile.

* * *

><p>and then<p>

_ick' re..vat.o.s_

_I do it nice ... . .. .. twice_

* * *

><p>Night Furies never miss, you know.<p>

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>1,814 words. <strong>

**Now, I've got about 10 pages left in a 30-page script to write, finals, and I'm done-ish for the semester. It was the busiest I've been in a long time.**

**I almost lost this story file, all of my school work, and all of my other story files last week. See, I use a laptop now that my 2005 Dell finally took a dump, and I got this new computer in September 2013. I took it to school last Wednesday to start working on a critique for _Bicycle Thieves._ I hit the on button, and this little on light turns on like normal- and then just quits. I tried the button over and over and over again and the computer would not work. I held it down to do a reset- nothing. I threw it on the charger when I got home, and it was fine. **

**Needless to say, I backed everything up the moment I got to my desktop. It wasn't the battery, either. The battery was fully charged. I have no idea what happened, but I need to bring this thing in one of these days. I recently tried it again without the charger and it was fine. **

**Imagine what I would've done if I lost the 20 pages of that script? Shit would've gotten real.**

**Next chapter covers a heart-to-heart, and a bunch of other stuff that I'm too lazy to list.**

**3 chapters left without trivia.**
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**Chapter Eighteen**

**The University of Toothless**

* * *

><p><strong>"The friendships of the world are oft<strong>

**Confederacies in vice, or leagues of pleasure;**

**Ours has severest virtue for its basis,**

**And such a friendship ends not but with life."**

**-Joseph Addison**

* * *

><p>"...So, now it's time to talk about the circumpolar constellations."<p>

My scribblings on the board, I should say, are fairly easy to read, given my habit of writing in the equivalent of alien symbols.

"We have four to think of: Gekigami the Tiger, Din the Power Goddess, Akatosh the Dragon, and La Croce di Firenze."

I took a swig from my mug.

"A circumpolar constellation is a safe constellation if you remain in this hemisphere; it will never dip below the horizon, no matter what season you're skywatching in."

"What about winter?" said a voice from the class.

I pinched the bridge of my nose.

"Well, let's examine it, shall we? Is winter a season?"

The boy nodded.

"Then congratulations. Enjoy seeing stuff."

The door to the Great Hall opened as the class laughed softly. Stoick poked his head in, which was my cue to wrap things up. I started erasing my scribblings off the board and began pushing it towards the storage room.

"I know you're all positively riveted in what I've been saying for the past seventy-five minutes, but we'll keep talking about circumpolar conestellations next time."

They started to get up.

"Also, don't forget that your skywatcher's exams are in two weeks-"

The class was already dismissing itself and hungry/sober Vikings began filing in. I shook my head with a sigh.

"Oi, vey."

I waved half-heartedly at Stoick and left, deciding to head to the Pantheon. Some of the monuments were dirty (save for those to the Norse Gods, of course), and I'd decided to help those deities out a little by cleaning those monuments up.

I always found myself feeling better after I did so, like I were being smiled down upon. As I've already mentioned, I'd made my choice, but that didn't mean I couldn't show courtesy and respect to the monuments built to other Gods. I'd even volunteered at a few houses of worship back home, when I did not celebrate a religion, though I'd admittedly only done so because I needed community service hours for school.

That didn't mean I wouldn't go through the motions of the Church, Synagogue, or Mosque I was helping out at. I pretended I was a guest, and as a guest, I figured it would be nice to roll with the punches, so to speak.

I digress. The Pantheon was quiet when I got there, but there was some dust in the air and some dirt from outside, not to mention a thin layer of dirt forming on most of the monuments (there were thirty-seven such monuments, counting Odin and Loki).

I was there for an hour and a half, making sure the place was presentable again, and again, I felt warmth after I'd cleaned up each monument. I was happy to do it, though. I wouldn't even let picture frames get too dirty back home.

I heard the door open and shut while I was sweeping.

"You, mudtracker!" I called.

"Huh? Don't worry, I stomped the dirt off my boots first," she said. I turned my head and saw Astrid. She smiled.

"How are you?" she asked. I swept the last of the dirt into the dustpan.

"I'm doing well, how are you?"

"Very good," she said. I nodded, and she looked around.

"Wow, you've been working, huh? This place is spotless!"

"This is a place of worship, no? I think it should be clean. They'd appreciate that," I said, gesturing to the ceiling.

She smiled. "That's right, they would."

It all fell silent again and I dumped what I had in the dustpan into a trash bin.

"Astrid, I'm sorry we don't really talk too much," I said.

"Huh?"

"Well, shy of saying things like, 'Hey, you might want to stay away from Gobber's place if you don't want the twins to get the drop on you,' what do we do together?"

"Not much," she said.

"I feel badly for that. You're the one that saved my life, so why does it feel like I don't know you any better than I did when I first arrived here?"

"Because you don't. I don't know you very well, either. Except for, well..."

"When I was sad?"

She blinked. "Rick, you _are_ sad."

I was silent. "Don't get me wrong. You're doing so much better than you were in your first few months, but when I look at your eyes, I see a lingering sadness. You seem happier, but at the same time... something's still there."

Had she said that to me around the time Fishlegs told me off, I probably would've thrown a punch. The difference would be what happened next: Fishlegs ran off. Astrid would've beaten the hell out of me so badly that my ancestors would feel it. She can kick the shit out of anybody she wants, but she chooses not to, and that's what makes her so badass.

I'm, as she said, not as bad as I was when I arrived, though. She was right. I knew it. I smile and I'm happy, but at the same time that sadness lingers still. It's in there, somewhere... but it's fading away.

She smiled at me. "So, how about you come flying with Stormfly and I tonight? You can point out a few constellations for us!"

So, I returned the smile she gave me and nodded. "Sure, let's go."

This would not be my first flight with Astrid. It was my second. I wasn't conscious for the first one, though. I was freezing to death, and I wasn't riding so much as being carried in the talons of her Nadder like a drowned rat.

This time would be different. I'd be clothed, for one thing, and I'd not be in the Nadder's talons. Unless I fell or deeply offended it. Or Astrid.

I felt kind of happy, in a sense. Like I'd said, Astrid and I never hang out and we never talk much. It seems wrong.

I wanted to think of something I could say to start a conversation.

"Do you see what I see?"

I pointed over her shoulder at a collection of stars that I found fascinating for one major reason: we had that constellation at home, too.

"That's the constellation Hercules," I said. "There's a large cloud near it that we can not see without aid."

I saw her squint, and then she assented to my statement.

"Were you to travel at the fastest speed possible, it would take you about ten billion years to travel from one side of that cloud to the other. It's the largest known structure in the universe."

"Where did you go to school?" she asked with a laugh.

"The University of Toothless, the know-it-all Night Fury."

She laughed, and Stormfly let out a kind of chatter not unlike a snicker.

"I asked him why Stormfly here flicks out her barbs for no apparent reason, and he not only told me that it was how she stretched, but he also got into dragons and their relations to other countries."

I nodded. "Sounds like him."

I pointed out a few other constellations for them, but I kept glancing at Hercules. It was another thing I'd asked Toothless about. How is it possible that the same constellation is in two realities?

He says it's because he knows of no number to label just how many of these realities actually exist. That being the case, there's bound to be repetition once in a while.

I knew I had to stop relying on the Night Fury for answers to these questions. He mentors me in my favorite subject, sure, but that doesn't give me the right to question him on anything and everything, now does it? He doesn't seem bothered by it, though. If anything, I think he likes talking about these things with someone...

Still, I told myself to ease up. The kind of knowledge he has is normal for most dragons, but it's like a drug for humans. If you're not careful, you become almost reliant on this information.

"So," Astrid said, pulling me out of my thoughts. "What's your favorite dragon? You don't have to say Nadder if you don't want to."

I shrugged. "I don't have a favorite."

"I thought for sure you'd say Night Fury."

I shook my head. "I don't play favorites in this sense."

Stormfly banked left, and nodded her approval of my statement.

"Good, you're smart," said Astrid. "Dragons are like humans, especially regarding how they think."

"They seem smarter than most humans to me."

She nodded. "In many ways, they are."

They have higher thought processes than humans, surely. Toothless makes Hiccup seem like an ignorant child, and Hiccup's a very smart guy.

"There aren't many Vikings here that choose favorites when talking about dragons," she said. "It would be like a dragon choosing a favorite ethnicity of human."

"It would be like a bizarre form of racism," I said. She smiled over her shoulder at me.

"Exactly. But wait, isn't all racism bizarre?"

"All intolerance is bizarre nonsense formulated by beings of lesser intelligences."

Astrid let out a "Huh," and for a moment I feared I'd overstepped a boundary. Stormfly looked about ready to hop on her own back and hug me.

Astrid looked at me over her shoulder again.

"You know something? I think you and I will be good friends!"

I smiled. "Here's hoping."

We flew around for a little while longer, and I named a few more constellations. I shamed one, because for the life of me, I can not pronounce it correctly: Ikojufujiiln.

Its brightest star is a lost cause, too: Eyjafjallajökull.

When we landed, the clouds had begun to roll in. We both got off Stormfly's back, and I turned to face Astrid.

"Thanks for coming with me," she said. I smiled.

"Thanks for having me. It's good to hang out."

"Let's try to do this again sometime," she said. "We can discuss the stars and any pranks the others may have planned for us that we know of."

I nodded, and then saluted her.

"I'll continue my investigation, General!"

She chuckled and saluted back.

"At ease, soldier! Get moving!"

"Yes'm!"

...it would become the traditional way we'd go about saying goodbye to each other. As I left for home, I smiled to myself.

It felt nice to have another friend.

End of Chapter

* * *

><p><strong>1,767 words.<strong>

**I made a mistake. There were originally two more chapters left, but one of them would suggest a continuity error, so I had to get rid of it. There's one chapter left, and then trivia.**

**Don't hold me to it, but I might do a Christmas One-Shot for this one. I'd need to think of the idea, preferably one that I've not done yet. If you've got a suggestion, I'd like to hear it.**

**Next chapter concludes the story, so... I'll go ahead and keep what it's about to myself for now. Not because it's in another window and I'm lazy. Honest. It's not.**

**I totally don't have my fingers crossed.**
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**Chapter Nineteen**

**The One Finger Rule**

* * *

><p><strong>"Your friends will know you better in the first minute you meet than your acquaintances will know you in a thousand years."<strong>

**-Richard Bach**

* * *

><p>In my old home, I knew many people that had differing opinions regarding birthdays. I had friends that would milk whatever they could out of their birthdays for up to two weeks after they'd passed, and I had friends on the other side of the spectrum: indifferent to birthdays.<p>

I liked to think of myself as being somewhere in the middle. I'd acknowledge my birthday, sure, but... that's it. I didn't care if others celebrated it with me, but that's not to say I didn't enjoy the cake.

As long as it wasn't ice cream cake, of course. I despise ice cream cake with a passion.

Regular cake is lovely.

I learned that Hiccup was like me when it came to his birthday, too. He'd celebrate it and enjoy himself, but he wouldn't go on and on about how he's a year older now.

Toothless kept his birthday secret from everyone except Hiccup, and Hiccup wouldn't tell anyone, either. For a dragon of higher thought processes than any other, he behaves kind of like my Mom did when she was asked about her age. Indeed, he was a lot like a father figure to Hiccup when Stoick was visiting other archipelagos or the mainland, and I found myself seeing him in the same light, too.

I bring up age and birthdays for the sake of what happened another few months later, just about a week before my birthday. By then, my lingering sadness felt like a memory. Flying with Hiccup and Astrid helped that a great deal.

Astrid and I became good friends, too. She'd have me fly Stormfly every now and again to see how I did without the pedal, and Hiccup was right: If I could learn to ride Toothless, then I could learn to ride any dragon. I don't mean that in a way that is boastful. I simply am acknowledging that I had significantly less trouble learning to ride Stormfly than I did learning to ride Toothless.

I still didn't have my own dragon yet, though. I'd been saving up my money since I'd been renovating to buy my own house, and I was getting close to being able to make my purchase- another payment would do it. Because Stoick seemed to like me a lot more than he did when I first got here, he made sure I'd get a discount so I'd have a little money left over for myself.

Yeah, I'd be doing the entire purchase in one go. Mortgages? Don't make me chortle. This new place was cozy, but as Hiccup says, cozy is just another word for small.

I didn't mind, of course. I don't need a big house.

I digress. I was walking to the Academy to help Hiccup clean, because he said it was a disaster area. By that time, I was always more than happy to help him if he needed it. He's already done too much for me. I love that guy.

So, you can imagine my confusion when I walked into the Academy to find it completely spotless. Hiccup and Toothless were there, of course, but they didn't look like they'd been cleaning.

"What's going on?" I asked. "This place is immaculate."

Hiccup smiled.

"Yeah, I guess I was making mountains out of molehills."

I blinked.

"C'mon, let's go flying, bud."

"What's this about?" I asked.

"Nothing. Just _reeeallly _love flying."

He did. It didn't take much longer for me to figure out that Hiccup wasn't about to tell me what was on his mind. Toothless wasn't speaking to me period, and I wondered if I'd offended him somehow.

Still, I got on his back, and he didn't buck me off. I wasn't the one to fly him, today, though. Hiccup sat in front, and he handed me a hankerchief over his shoulder.

"I've got one more test for you, Ricky. Put that blindfold over your eyes for me, okay? We're going to test how well you can trust Toothless here."

I nodded, and did as he asked. I wasn't worried about getting skysick. Last time I threw up during any form of transportation, I was on vacation, and we were on this boat that took us sharking on the Atlantic. That's a dirty job. It kind of makes you want to start your own television series. I was planning on calling mine "Dirty Jobs with Rick Miller." It never took.

As long as we didn't start grinding fish into chum on Toothless' back, I figured I'd have a good shot at holding back my breakfast.

I did make sure to keep my hands on the saddle at all times, though. With my eyes covered, there wouldn't be much warning regarding turning if Hiccup forgot to say something.

"So, what's the big idea?" I asked.

"Huh?"

"I've been in the air for a few months now, and your Night Fury here's the one that's been tutoring me in astronomy so I can teach everyone else. What makes you think I don't trust him?"

"It's not really just to see if you can trust Toothless. It's to see how you fair with a dragon. Can you place your life in its hands? Er, well, paws?"

"Isn't that what I've been doing?"

"Yes, and that's great. But, if you can sit on the back of a dragon with a blindfold on and not freak out, you've earned your wings."

I snorted.

"What's so funny?" he asked, mild irritation in his voice.

"Nothing. We have that phrase at home, too."

Hiccup made a noise sounding not unlike "Oh," and we were silent again.

The flight took about half an hour before Hiccup told me to get ready for a landing. Huh, now for a trust exercise, that didn't take long at all...

"Okay, you can take the blindfold off, now."

It was easier said than done. I did too good a job at tying the knot, so to speak. I was fumbling with the stupid thing for a few minutes with Hiccup laughing at me.

"It's not funny," I grumbled.

"That depends on which side of the blindfold you're on."

"Yeah? Well, uhh... hmm..."

I lost my grip on it again and swore.

"Here, let me."

I swatted at the air in front of me, and I managed to hit his hand.  
>"No, this is personal."<p>

He chuckled, and then I thought I heard him shush someone, but I wasn't sure it wasn't just my imagination.

With a tear, the blindfold came loose. For a moment, I wasn't sure I knew my own strength.

I looked at the blindfold in my hand for a moment before looking up. My breath hitched, because before me was a Deadly Nadder. The barbs on its tail were standing on end and they were just in front of my face, but it relaxed them, and lowered its tail.

Its skin was blue-green, as if it robbed its colors from a stream, and it had a few red spots here and there upon its body. Its eyes were big and red, and in them I saw the wisdom I'd seen in Toothless, Stormfly, Barf, Belch (or Barf and Belch), Meatlug, and admittedly, Hookfang. It was silently looking down at me. The wild Nadder, that is.

All I could hear was the sound of a nearby stream for a few moments and the faint sound of my heartbeat.

"...Hiccup?" I'd whispered. It sounded like someone had just punched me in the gut.

"I'm here, bud. It's okay."

_Aren't you going to say hello? It's the polite thing to do._

Then I, ever the articulate speaker, timidly looked up at the eye staring down at me and muttered out, "H-h-hello."

The Nadder let out a low grumble which I assumed was a "Hello" in response. I suddenly felt Hiccup's hand on my shoulder, at which point I relaxed a little bit. He wouldn't let anything bad happen. He knew I'd never met a wild dragon before, shy of a few Terrible Terrors.

The Nadder was not a Terrible Terror, however. The Terror's the size of a housecat. The Nadder's more than twice my size.

"Take a breath, Ricky. Relax your shoulders."

I did as he'd asked, doing my best to allow my shoulders to slump.

I knew by now, as mentioned time and time again, that dragons were not simple puppets of nature as most animals seem to be. They are oftentimes smarter than humans. Perhaps this Nadder was not as intelligent as Toothless (Night Furies are the most intelligent dragons of all, and Toothless claims that they were among the first to be created by Odin with the help of another God, Akatosh), but it was still smarter than a great deal of people.

Try explaining that to someone whose mind is just reeling, though.

"You remember what Astrid told you, bud? What are the two things guaranteed to get you on a Nadder's good side?"

"A scratch on the neck and a full tuna," I said, never taking my eyes off the big dragon. I saw Hiccup nod in my peripheral vision.

"I didn't pack tuna, though," I said.

_I did._

I finally deviated my gaze from the Nadder to look at Toothless, who was in the process of regurgitating whatever he'd eaten before we left onto the rocky ground. Suddenly, I was sharking on the Atlantic again.

Lo and behold, a whole tuna was on the ground before my feet.

"Thanks... Toothless," Hiccup and I both said. He smiled.

I picked up the slimy fish with a slight grimace and looked at the stream, and then back at the fish.

"Don't bother," said Hiccup. "Just give it to her. She'll eat it."

I looked at him for a moment, and then back at the fish, before holding it out to the Deadly Nadder.

Terrible Terrors like to be a little mischievous if you plan on feeding them. They'll snap a fish right out of your hands so quickly that you'll wonder if they took a finger with them. As long as you haven't offended them, however, there's nothing to be afraid of. It's called the one finger rule.

This Nadder did no such thing. She slowly and carefully took the tuna from my hand so as not to scare me. It wasn't until she was a few feet from my person that she tossed the fish into the air and swallowed it down whole.

After she was done eating, she looked at me again, and seemed to smile. She made the low grumbling sound again, and Toothless translated for me.

_She says your eyes are bright. It's her way of saying that they're beautiful. Why don't you give her a compliment, too?_

I suddenly wished I had another tuna to give her, because it might mean a little more time to think. What should I say? Nice eyes? No, she just said that to me. Your scales are pretty? Can't you be a little more creative?

I didn't want to say anything about the parts of her that could kill me. I really didn't. The last thing that I'd expected to be happening that day was happening, so I was essentially just... stunned, which led to my mind making stupid what-ifs, not the least of which being, "What if only non-wild dragons are intelligent?"

Thus, my dumb mind continued, it stood to reason that simply mentioning any of the tools she had at her disposal that could end my life would spell doom, right?

"Nice, uhh..."

I looked her up and down, and froze for a moment at her feet, which had claws that could probably slice through me like butter if she put an ounce of effort into it. Her barbs as well as her claws were two things I told myself to make no mention of.

So, of course, I finished with, "claws."

Once I didn't find myself torn limb from limb, I opened my eyes again.

She looked almost... flattered at my stupid compliment. Now the idiotic part of my mind, which was currently the whole damned thing, was saying that she_ was _intelligent, and she was simply trying to make me feel better after hearing the stupid that had just come out of my face.

Then Toothless chimed in.

_Good one. Most people compliment a Nadder on its eyes, skin, or barbs. They spend as much time, however, on their claws as they do maintaining any other parts of their bodies._

I glanced at him. He let out a series of throaty growls. It shouldn't have, but it surprised me. Toothless doesn't make a physical sound when he says something to you through the telepathic link. It almost feels like you are thinking what he's saying, but there's more to it. It feels like a thought, but at the same time, there's a voice to it... it's hard to describe, really.

Having said that, he rarely uses his actual voice around the humans. I could probably count on that one trembling hand how many times I've heard his voice.

"Okay, Ricky," said Hiccup, jolting me from my thoughts. "Just like we taught you, okay? Hold out your left hand, and look away."

I did as I did when he was first teaching me to ride Toothless. I held out the hand and waited. Indeed, I felt her push her snout into my hand. Hiccup guided my other hand to her neck, which I began to gently scratch.

"You can look now, bud," he said.

So, when I did, I saw the Nadder seeming to smile again. She pulled her head back after a few more moments, and I felt a smile creeping onto my face, too.

"Congratulations, Ricky. You've got your own dragon."

I can't describe the feeling that I got after he said it. I was so happy, happier than I'd been in a very long time. Before I could properly thank Hiccup, however...

_She likes you. Why don't you offer her a name?_

I blinked. "A name?"

_Have I never told you? We dragons recognize each other by our scales. We have no names unless humans think of them._

I guess I'd flinched, because she tilted her head, and Toothless continued.

_Think of it as a gift. That is how we see names._

I nodded. "Okay, uh... how about..."

...

...This is hard.

"Take your time, bud. We did sort of put you on the spot."

I wore the clothes of Vikings, ate with Vikings, taught Vikings, and was considered a Viking. However, that didn't mean I thought like one. Stoick named his dragon Thornado, which I thought was an awful pun deep down, but I dared not say it aloud, should Thor or Stoick himself hear me. Fishlegs named the Gronckle (which still hated me, while Fishlegs himself seemed to be over what I did) Meatlug, Snotlout named the Nightmare (which looked upon me with disdain, but it secretly admired me for the prank I pulled on its human way back when) Hookfang, and the twins named the Zippleback Barf and Belch (which liked me, for some reason).

To me, that demonstrated a kind of trend when it came to names. They had to sound intimidating or downright scary. Hiccup says it's to ward off misfortune.

I didn't follow the trend not because of some stupid conformity issue. I just couldn't think of a scary sounding name, let alone an intimidating one.

"How about Melli?" I asked. I was fully expecting a denial in some sort of shake of the head, but her eyes seemed to light up.

If there was any doubt left, it was erased with her smile. I didn't need Toothless to tell me that she loved it.

_Why, you're positively glowing!_

I think he was talking to us both.

Call it cheesy or clichéd, but Hiccup always told me that you know which dragon is going to be the one you ride on first sight. There is no doubt in your mind. There's comradery, there's friendship, there's a connection.

There's love. Hiccup told me that there is nothing stronger than the bond between a dragon and rider.

When I came back to reality, I had my hand on her cheek again. I saw Hiccup smile in my peripheral vision.

"Yep, perfect match."

Toothless nodded up at him in agreement. Both eyed me with some kind of pride.

When I took my hand off Melli's cheek, I turned to Hiccup, and I did something I'd not done since that incident at the washbasin that I still refuse to admit happened. I hugged someone.

That someone was Hiccup.

"Thank you for all you've done for me, Hiccup. I'm glad to have you as a friend."

He returned my hug, and I could feel him smile.

"I'm glad you guys like each other. I'm sure she'll be more than happy to fly back to Berk with you."

I did at one time say that I was more interested in learning how to fly for its own sake; that I didn't really want to get a dragon because I didn't have the means to care for it...

I was about to buy a house, which came with a stable of sorts. She could come and go as she pleased, but it would be a place for her to sleep. As for feeding her, Hiccup assured me that she'd probably do a fine job feeding herself. Even if she had difficulties hunting, it wouldn't be a problem. I have an agreement with the skipper of the most successful fishing vessel in Berk's fleet, the _FV Bellipotent. _I get free fish because my lessons helped his fleet get back to Berk following a very bad storm.

The point was, now I did have the means to care for my new friend, though as time would prove to me, she very rarely needed it.

It was my first solo flight. I'd never done this without either Hiccup or Astrid before, but I felt comfortable. I was glad Hiccup and Toothless would be flying beside me, and something inside me knew that this Nadder would not let me fall.

It felt terrific. I was better at this than I was at driving, but that might have been because my instructors in riding, unlike my instructors in driving, actually cared about me.

Well, that's not true. My instructors in driving cared about my money, but it was the rest of me that was irrelevant to them.

So, flying side by side with Hiccup (away from the sunset, thank Amaterasu) would become one of the most memorable moments in this new life I had for myself. Even without the saddle, I didn't mind.

A half hour later, when we arrived back at Berk (the island we were on had a large mountain in the middle, and these ginormous charred bones that Hiccup told me were the remains of a dragon he felled), I was apparently the trending topic among some of the instructors. When we landed at the Academy, Astrid was watching with Stormfly, clapping.

"Good for you, Ricky."

When I got off Melli's back, she wandered up to Stormfly, and the two began to investigate each other.

She stopped clapping, and approached me after giving Hiccup a hug.

"You struck me as someone that would ride a Nadder," she said. "What's her name?"

I smiled shyly. "Melli."

"Melli? Wow, that's a nice name! Won't be scaring off any trolls, though."

The timing of her phrase was perfect, because Snotlout walked right up to us. He threw his arms out, eyeing me with a disgruntled look on his face.

"What the heck's this all about?" he asked. "C'mon, haven't I taught you anything?"

I blinked. "Are you insane?"

"Huh?"

"I'd say you taught me to manage my anger, but that credit goes to Hiccup and Toothless."

"I don't understand how you're going to take my place teaching about Monstrous Nightmares while riding a Deadly Nadder."

It was around then that I noticed the empty jug in his hand.

"That's because I'm not taking your place, Snotlout."

He blinked, and I pointed my thumb at Astrid, who was still standing beside me.

"I'm taking her place."

Without missing a beat, Astrid nodded her head. Snotlout cleared his throat, and then got a little closer.

"...is that true?"

"Yep. Perhaps we should be more clear: I'm taking his job as the skywatching instructor, and he's taking my job here."

I nodded again. "And that's the truth."

Astrid put her hand on my shoulder. "In fact, Ricky, let me ask you something: Do you know how hot the Sun is? Because I do."

"I don't. Enlighten me."

She didn't get to enlighten me before Snotlout stumbled off to tell the twins, at which point Astrid and I burst out laughing.

The rest of the day was spent there at the Academy. The twins were more or less indifferent about what had happened that day, but Fishlegs talked to me, and told me more about the Nadder. He said it had "Plus 8 speed." I don't know what that means, but I didn't care.

I already had my connection with Melli. She could have been completely flightless at that point, and I wouldn't have cared.

I will not say she was mine, or if I must, then I will only say it if I may say that she was my dragon and I was her human. I can't describe what it feels like much better than I've done so far.

There was something of a party that night at the Academy. It was small, between the riding instructors and myself, along with the dragons of course. I like small parties, though. They don't get too crazy.

Astrid even gave me a gift: a saddle fitted specifically for a Deadly Nadder, which she'd already taught me how to hook up to one, courtesy of Stormfly.

Snotlout was the first to go home that night, having had a bit too much to drink. Fishlegs got tired soon after and left, and was followed by John and Johnifer.

Astrid and Hiccup flew side by side with me.

"Hey, Ricky?" asked Hiccup.

"Yes?"

He smiled over at me. "Happy early birthday, bud."

At his words, Melli looked up at me, and chirped. If I had to assume, she was saying happy birthday, too.

I smiled at her and then at Hiccup.

"Thank you, I'll have to do something special for your birthdays!"

The flight back to Hiccup's house took very little time. We could've walked, but flying beats walking up icy slopes.

Alright, flying beats walking every time.

It's positively therapeutic.

_**Al la fin to the max.**_

* * *

><p><strong>3,797 words.<strong>

**With that, the plot line of this story is complete, but there will still be one more chapter. It's going to be the trivia chapter. If you're interested in finding out why I did what in this story, stick around for that.**

**If you please, go to my profile page and vote for your favorite character or characters in this story. You may choose up to two.**

**As already mentioned, next chapter is trivia. Keep in mind that it requires me to thoroughly re-read this entire story. Having said that, it may take a little bit.**

**Finally, I'm planning on one of two stories next: One is a Majora's Mask retelling called _The Hourglass._ The second is a sequel to _The Angels Rejoiced Last Night_, the Pokémon thingamajig I wrote between 12/2011 and 1/2012. If you're interested in either, let me know. I'll probably do both, but this is to help me decide which I should do first. I already have one vote for _The Hourglass _from when I finished _Manifest Destiny_. I don't know. Either PM me or review here and let me know if you care.**

**Regardless, after I post the trivia and am finished with this story, I will be taking a brief recess to take care of things throughout mid-June. I've got a few big sales coming up at work. **


	21. The Stuff You May Have Missed

**(**NOTA BENE- Please go to my profile page and vote for your favorite character/characters in this story. You may choose up to two. The poll will stay open until around the 16th of this month.)**

**T****he Stuff You May Have Missed**

* * *

><p><strong>Prologue<strong>

-I actually do have a great love for Astronomy, and I always will. I've studied it on my own on and off for fourteen years.

-What he says about this school feeling prestigious is how I felt when I moved from my community college to a new one.

-"It's positively therapeutic" is a reference to the Bing Crosby and Louis Armstrong rendition of the song, "Now You Has Jazz." You can find it on Googletube.

-The Magipeel Vegetable Peeler is a reference to John Updike's story, _Rabbit, Run._ I didn't really enjoy it when I read it first, but I've recently been wanting to give it a re-read.

-I make an $8 fixed rate at my place of work before commission, which is 4%, 6%, and 8% depending on the items.

-Fishtailing is the phrase for what happens when the back of your car slips on icy or wet roads. The trick to right a fishtail is to _steer in the direction of the swerve_. If you try to steer opposite the swerve, you'll spin out. Don't overcompensate, but make sure you've re-directed enough to regain your grip on the road. Of course, make sure you're driving slow if it's rainy or snowy, too.

I just taught you how to drive in hazardous conditions. How much does Driver's Education charge for that? A couple hundred? Seethatguy: The giver.

-Of all kinds of crashes, the deadliest kind is the head-on collision. The speed of both vehicles essentially combines to calculate out the force you feel. In other words, if you and the other guy were travelling at 60 miles per hour, and you collided, you'd feel the same foce you would if you crashed into a wall at 120 miles per hour. You can avoid about 97% of all car crashes by simply steering.

Seriously. I've avoided a few car crashes (including one that could've really hurt me) by turning the steering wheel. It's not difficult. You can do it if you try.

**_._**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 1ne<strong>

-You can thank my old Astronomy professor for that quote.

-If you're in a car crash like Rick's, the most important thing for you to do is NOT TO MOVE. You don't move a muscle, especially your head and neck. There have been reports of people seeming to be fine, and then they move their neck, and it breaks, and they either die or are crippled. When paramedics get there, they'll be the judges of whether or not you can be moved alright.

-The Jaws of Life, or hydraulic rescue tools, are tools used by emergency services to assist in extracting people from wrecks. They come as rams, door spreaders, cutters, etc. Their jobs are solely to get you out.

-The woman floating next to Rick during his Near-Death Experience was the Celestial that ended up giving him new life: Amaterasu, which is the Sun Goddess in Shintoism.

-Her poking him in the chest and his feeling the jolt is a reference to _Bruce Almighty._

-Greg Peabody is a reference to Dr. Peabody in William Faulkner's novel, _As I Lay Dying._ Get it? He's pudgy with no hair, and his last name is Peabody!

-The student that was hit by the car and killed instantly was Sly Stevens in 2011.

-_Gotcha!_ is a reference to one of the best detective shows ever, _Psych._

-As I understand, there is no pain at the moment of death. Most people agree on that.

-Rick saying he felt again for a second is basically his way of saying that Peabody got his heart to beat again, but just once. Not sure if that's accurate.

-If you didn't know, the defibrillator is the shocky thing people use to help jolt others into steady heartbeats. In reality, they don't help when someone is already flatlining. They're designed, if I understand correctly, to shock someone _into_ flatlining, so the heart starts beating normally by itself. If someone is already flatlining, then CPR is usually required for a chance at revival.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 2wo<strong>

-Though she's described in the video game _Okami_ as "The Origin of all that is good and mother to us all," she essentially dropped Rick into the ocean. I didn't add this because I didn't know how to, but assume Loki interfered and did it for his own amusement.

The falling into existence thing is a parody to a popular trend in most self-inserts. There's a lot of falling for some reason.

-In freezing cold water, the body will begin to re-direct blood flow from the extremities to the core, in an attempt at keeping the heart beating with warm blood. This makes it exceedingly difficult to swim, which often leads to drowning.

-The female voice was Astrid's.

-"A ladybug passing gas" is a reference to an old computer game I played when I was 4. If you idled for too long, your character (a fox-detective guy) would say, "It's so quiet you could hear a ladybug pass gas." If you can tell me what that game was called, I'll give you a virtual hearty handshake.

-The termite thing is a true story. $1,200 later, and we've apparently still got swarmers. My house is a dump.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 3hree<strong>

-Hyrule's an obvious reference to the Zelda series. Assume that this story and the Zelda stories take place in the same universe.

-Fun fact: That inventory night I mentioned at the end of this chapter was the last time I'd be seeing two or three of my co-workers. Two got fired for taking bribes, and another got fired for being absent so many times. He was absent so often because he spent the early part of 2013 in the hospital after he threw a blood clot. They never renewed his credits, when they should have, so they fired him for almost dying.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 4our<strong>

-Stoick being able to bench a neutron star is basically astronomy nerd talk for "Stoick is the strongest of the strong." A neutron star is the core of a star that is greater than 1.44 solar masses, but less than (or equal to?) 3 solar masses. Basically, imagine an object at least 1.45 times the mass of the sun, and then crush it down to about 10 kilometers across. A teaspoon of neutron star material would weigh as much as a mountain does here on Earth, and were you to try to land on one, you'd be jerked to the surface and crushed into a fine paste no wider than an atom.

-"Should I sleep under a bench or something?" is a reference to what Sly did in one of the first chapters of _The Angels Rejoiced Last Night._

-I don't care if you're atheist or theist. Stew is the devil.

-Hiccup talking about a person that nobody understands that can turn into a dragon at will is my way of making fun of another trend that seems to occur here: So and so washed up on Berk with a dark and mysterious past. Nobody understands him/her, but he/she has a secret... why is there another Night Fury? Why is Hiccup spending all his time around this new person?

If I wanted stale, I'd play _Ghosts._

-Toothless being able to communicate telepathically with humans is a reference to another fic on this site. It's a very good story, albeit short. It's called "Countdown to Christmas" by, Absi B.

That felt very strange to type.

-I was trying to build a different kind of relationship for Toothless and Hiccup with this story: instead of the relationship between a pet and a master, brotherly relationship, same sex relationship, or just friendly relationship, I tried to give Toothless a fatherly love for Hiccup, hence when he later says, "I love you as if you were my own, Hiccup." It's a kind of relationship that's not done enough, I think. Or, if it is done, it's not coherant, save for one or two stories, of course.

-Lady Gaga is like our own Red Death if you think about it. Where's our scrawny 14 year old, and why isn't he riding Jeff Beck?

Out of context, that sounds really dirty.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 5ive<strong>

-In _The Sims 3_, a friend and I got bored about three years ago and made a Sim version of our friend, John, and we made a Sim version of Justin Bieber, and called the file "House of Satan." John was mean-spirited, insane, childish, inappropriate, and something else that I can't remember, and Justin was a loser, unlucky, coward, childish, and natural cook. Justin slept outside on all occasions, and was basically just John's bitch, and John just kind of had sex with anything that moved, intentionally knocked up every girl he could, and ended his life with about 29 kids, and over 60 gnomes (we gave him a garden gnome every other time he got laid). He had a daughter that lived at home with him, which he named Johnifer.

That's my story, and I'm sticking to it.

-The sperm sacs of Cod are considered a Norwegian delicacy, if I'm not mistaken.

-I'm an okay painter, spackler, and I can do some basic repairs. Doesn't mean I like it.

Here's advice: If you ever have to paint around your house, go Benjamin Moore or Sherwin-Williams. Behr's is absolute shit.

-Rick was naked when he was found because I didn't want to have to explain what he was doing in a patient's gown.

-"We Real Cool" is the entire poem by Gwendolyn Brooks. It's a very good piece.

-The Pantheon is a building in Rome. When it was built, if I'm not mistaken, it had monuments to many deities inside it, but they were Roman Gods. Imagine this building as an altar to more than one religion: Catholicism, Judaism, Islam, Shintoism, etc. I think we had one of those buildings, but I'm not sure if it was the Pantheon.

-A black box theater is basically a stage boxed in on all sides by the chairs.

-I'm very proud of the Nickelback joke.

I'm just kidding. Nickelback's a joke in and of itself.

-The Monstrous Nightmare's derpy as hell. That is all.

-No comment on the nickname for the Gronckle. I'm proud of it.

That's a comment. Okay, then.

-John contradicts himself. Case in point: "I do pushups everyday sometimes. Just sometimes I get lazy for weeks and don't do them but then I do them everyday."

-"Jelly, jelly, jelly..." is a reference to Percival Everett's _Erasure._

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 6ix<strong>

-"I do it nice when I do it twice" is the slogan I live by.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 7even<strong>

-One of the main reasons steel was so revolutionary for the world was because of its greater reliability. It's more flexible than iron, and therefore much easier to build with.

-"I'm going to be holding a bloody hammer and you'll be choking on a mouthful of teeth" is a reference to _Burn Notice._

-Hiccup's shpiel about sanding along the grain when it comes to wood is sound. It's easier.

-I made sure to have characters narrating other than Rick to discuss things that... have nothing to do with the plot. It's my way of saying that an OC should not be a trending topic.

-The statue Hiccup made was of Toothless.

-When you're deciding on either painting or staining, you've got to take into account just how badly you want the color, and how much time you have. Staining is great. It's quick, and it's easy... but it's also permanent. Once you stain a block of wood, it's that color. That's it. Done. If you painted, however, it takes longer... but you have room for errors. If you don't like how it came out, just throw a coat or two of primer up, and then hit it with the new color. As I said, it's more time consuming, and as Toothless said, it's less consistent.

-If you stain something, do it in a ventilated area, lest you get high off the fumes like I did once.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 8ight<strong>

-"One Happy Enchilada" is a reference to the song, "That's The Way The World Goes 'Round" by, John Prine, as well as his "Happy Enchilada" story.

-"...bumbler's gonna bumble" is a reference to Brock Clarke's _An Arsonist's Guide to Writers' Homes in New England._

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 9ine<strong>

- Arthur Chamberlain was the yes-man Prime Minister of Great Britain that favored the appeasement policy when dealing with Hitler's demands. Churchill essentially watched with disgust until he was elected Prime Minister.

So, what Chamberlain said to Hitler was Yes.

-One parsec, or parallax arcsecond, is 3.26 light years. 10 parsecs, therefore, is almost 33 light years. Isn't math fun?

-Absolute magnitude is the "true" magnitude of a star. The lower the number, the brighter the object. The dimmest object the unaided eye can perceive is +3 magnitude, +6 with binoculars, and about +9-(+12) with most commercial telescopes. The Hubble Space Telescope can see at magnitudes of about +28, I think.

-Apparent magnitude is how bright the object appears to be. The sun has an apparent magnitude of about -28, give or take two. From 10 parsecs out, however, you might not even be able to see the Sun, because it is an average sized star with an average surface temperature of about 5,800 Kelvin (approximately 3,200K on a sunspot).

-Rick didn't know why Toothless used a prosthetic because he wasn't listening to Hiccup's explanation. Incidentally, he missed a hell of a story.

-The Seven Sisters is another name for the asterism, Pleiades. It is located in the constellation Taurus, and is characterized by several blue-hot stars clustered close together, making it an open star cluster.

-The sky appears to be a darker shade of blue than you are used to the higher up you go because the atmosphere is thinner. If you kept going up, it would get darker and darker until it looked like nighttime out. You'd also freeze to death, asphyxiate, and if you were high enough, be at risk of collision with debris. And you'd be cooked by radiation.

Don't go to space, is what I'm trying to say.

-What Toothless didn't realize when guessing why Rick was sad was, he turned out right on all accounts.

-The Swastika actually is a symbol of peace and prosperity, and even good fortune. As my Art History professor put it, "It's a beautiful symbol with a beautiful meaning... and then one Nazi piece of shit had to ruin it for everybody."

Some people still use the Swastika today as a sign of prosperity and goodness, but because of Naziism, it's frowned upon at the least.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 10n<strong>

-"Tighter than a bug's ass" is the phrase my mother and I both use when referring to the man that owned our house before us.

-Interruption of a business is actually something you can take someone to court over.

-That many other people passed Rick without helping him is a reference to the bystander effect. In essence, a majority of people are about as reliable as cattle, and when they see someone hurt or in trouble, they decide someone else will help and nothing gets done. Kitty Gennovese might have survived her rape/murder if the dozen or so people that heard her cries for help actually did something.

Like I said, most people are about as reliable as cattle.

-It might seem weird that Toothless is smarter than humans in every way, and yet he doesn't get that humans don't like eating regurgitated fish. However, that might just be one of the "truths" he understands that the humans can't comprehend, or he might just be messing with Rick while acting like he isn't.

-Kamui is the northern region of Nippon, the land the majority of the game _Okami_ takes place in. I also recall hearing somewhere that Nippon means Japan. Not sure if that's sound.

-Assume that at least the lands of Nippon, Hyrule, and Berk are all in the same world. It lets me make references to other stories when I get bored without wrecking the continuity.

-I've decided that Hiccup's favorite food is called Ilkdahfdaslk. Yes, I just hit buttons on my keyboard and hoped the result would be semi-coherant.

-The relationship you should be seeing developing between Hiccup and Rick is brotherly.

-Kazooie is a reference to the smartass bird in the _Banjo-Kazooie _series.

-"The world is just awesome" is a reference to the Discovery channel. You know, back when they aired shows that were actually good.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 'leben<strong>

-"Come on, come on... Pull yourself together!" is a reference to something Micheal De Santa says in GTA V after the rest of his (SPOILER) (SPOILER)s. Sometimes you'll find him weeping at the sink when you switch to him until you get your (SPOILER) back.

-When I was writing this one, I'd figured that, if there was any doubt left in your head as to what I wanted you to think when you thought of Toothless and Hiccup, or Toothless and Rick, this moment would fix it. Father-son.

-Why did Rick decide to tell Toothless the truth? In his mind, he was thinking, "Well, so far I've been a dick, now I'm humiliating myself... fuck it, let's add insanity to the list!" What he didn't count on was Toothless _believing_ his story, and telling him how it works.

-The rebirth is the basic name I gave to the phenomenon I work with when I'm trying a self-insert. I like to have as much realism as I can, so instead of having someone just inexplicably end up in the world I'll be writing in, they die, and are reborn. This also takes care of the "What makes you so special" argument: If there are an infinite number of realities, then this person isn't made special. We're actually observing just one instance in many.

-Here's the idea in a nutshell: Suppose you live to 80, and you die. The Celestials (or Gods) will decide that you've lived a long enough life, and you're admitted to a Celestial Plain (the heaven that the God or Gods in question reside in), or sent to the Void if you were bad, which is basically Hell (From _Sacred Hearts and Fallen Angels)_. If you die at 20, which is how old Rick was, the Celestials will give you the second chance if you were good, or will make you review your life and, if you were sufficiently horrified at your past actions, YOU decide if you want a chance at redemption or punishment if you were bad. They don't delve out the Void's sentences. The people themselves do.

-The Design is existentialism. Everything exists courtesy of the Celestials of the reality in question, if there are any. As a writing tool, it actually ended up coming around as I advanced the rebirth concept. I hadn't even noticed that this had been set up until I wrote this chapter. I'd been using the rebirth technique since 2010.

-The fairies of the faraway land Toothless mentions are the Forest Fairies of Hyrule. The Sun Goddess of Nippon is Okami Amaterasu, or Great God/Wolf Amaterasu, the main protagonist in _Okami._

-Rick does seem to have regressed to some extent while he cries into Toothless' chest, doesn't he? He seems like a child, nodding wordlessly with his face buried in a Night Fury's chest.

I'll tell you, I can't count how many times I've cried into my Night Fury's chest. I usually do it before work.

-Hopefully Toothless saying he wanted Rick to be his friend was a good way to excuse what was going on. You don't have to be the dragon's rider for it to be kind to you, is what I was aiming for.

-Rick gets a gold star because he got Toothless to say, "I'm proud of you."

When I was a senior in high school, my Occupational-Related Math (i.e Math you'll actually use in life) teacher gave us gold stars whenever we did our assignments.

-I originally switched to Hiccup's POV after Toothless and Rick split, but I decided that writing from Toothless' POV might be easier. Turns out, it was.

-Din is the Goddess of Power in the _Zelda_ franchise.

-Akatosh is the dragon God-guy in the _Elder Scrolls_ series.

-As already mentioned, Amaterasu is the Sun Goddess in Shintoism, and in _Okami._

-Toothless saying Odin's one of the Celestials helps make the Design more open. That is, no religion is necessarily all wrong, but they aren't all right, either. They (the Celestials) might not exist in the universe Rick is from, but they do in other universes, and if they're all powerful, they can exist in one plain and have influence over all of them.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter Twelbe<strong>

-The new job Hiccup mentioned would be riding instructor, but I figured it wouldn't work in a parody-fic when it's not done often enough to be worthy of, well, parody. It also didn't help that it would lead to a continuity error. I'm a film major, so that's the sort of thing that I'm keeping my eye out for when I'm writing here.

It's not fanfiction that I really take seriously. I use it to practice my writing abilities, which are important for the field I'm interested in. Needless to say, I take those abilities seriously.

-Rick and Hiccup have about the same build, as mentioned. This was done to parody the idea that an OC has to have the same exact build as the main character. I don't really understand why that is, but I'm an a-hole, so the story called for another Hiccup, not Stanley Yelnats.

Where was this going? Oh, when Hiccup says that Rick's considered a Viking like he is... well, think of it this way: Rick's considered a Viking like Batman's considered a superhero: You're not sure why. I think people do this kind of thing with OCs as a way of saying, "LOOK HOW SIMILAR THEY ARE, YOU GUYS!"

-"There's something about Nanner" was originally the title of this chapter, but I decided it wasn't esoteric enough. Also, it's a reference to _There's Something About Mary._

-Rick made the right move shutting up there, huh? As John Marston once said, "When you find yourself in a hole, the first thing to do is stop diggin'."

-The ferris wheel story is true. The door opened on the car I was in when I was 300 feet in the air. I had to lean out, grab the door, and hold it shut, but at that point I was sort of in a zero fucks mindset (I get that way when I'm tired), and just kind of shut it, left my hand there, and waited.

What was creepy was, the carts were numbered. I was in number 13. That was also not the first time I was endangered at a funfair. Different story. I was 4 and I wet myself. No biggie.

I hope you're eating.

-The thing about Rick holding onto Hiccup like that happened because I was reminiscient of the time I hopped onto the trunk of my buddy's car, which had nothing to grab hold of, and he proceeded to speed down the road between 40-50 miles per hour. The only thing keeping me from falling to the pavement and probably dying was one finger wedged between the trunk and rear windshield. I do not recommend that activity. It's not a good activity.

-A barrel roll is actually an up and down manuever, and you spin around while you're doing it. The simple spin you see in games like _Star Fox_ is actually called an Aileron Roll. That's what Rick meant by it. When he says something about a "barrel roll" though, he means barrel roll, not aileron roll.

-The voice that Rick says he heard saying, "I'm sorry, sweetie" was that of Amaterasu.

-Rick talking to Hiccup about feeling like he has no direction might be the first time he's opened up to him about his feelings.

-The wooden sculpture he showed Rick is the one he was working on when Fishlegs dropped in.

-I think this is the first time we saw Rick use the phrase "I smiled." Not dead sure, though.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter Turteen<strong>

-"Pay Me" is a time consuming card game. You start with three cards, and you play until you hit the Ace. The idea is to have no trash cards. You can do three fours on the first hand, for example, and then you can call, "Pay me!" Each trash card you have left after someone calls pay me gets you points, which you don't want. A normal card is worth 5 points, and a picture card (King, Queen, Jack, etc) is worth 10 points. The ace is worth 15 unless it's wild.

The wild card corresponds to the hand you're on. For example, when you have eight cards in your hand, eights are wild. Person with the lowest score at the end wins.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter FOREteen<strong>

-I'm thinking I might get rid of that line Rick spouts about being raised atheist and being afraid. Not over religious differences or anything, but because it seems like I'm saying something very closed minded about atheism, which is not something I like to do regarding anything. Yeah, I poke fun at every ism I can, but... that line feels a little off.

Even if I do remove that line, Rick was still atheist in his first life.

-The carpenter, "Clumsy Crush-A-Lot" is a reference to one of the nicknames Zess T. calls Mario in _Paper Mario: The Thousand Year Door. _"Want me to cook something for you, Clumsy Crush-A-Lot?"

I know, _Sticker Star_ exists and so does _Super Paper Mario_. Since you've brought them up, I'd like to propose a moment of silence for those two abominations that call themselves _Paper Mario_ titles...

...

...

...thank you.

-"This was perhaps another thing that I'd bumbled" is another reference to _An Arsonist's Guide to Writers' Homes in New England, _as is "...'Sorry,' I said once more for good measure."

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter Fiteen<strong>

-If your house's foundation is messed up, prepare to be financially disemboweled. It costs a fortune to fix a foundation.

-Stompy is another nickname Zess T. uses in _The Thousand Year Door_. "Want me to cook something for you, Stompy?"

-"...convincing me to do something I'm not sure I want to do." Way to give into peer pressure.

-I wouldn't do what Hiccup does to ride Toothless if you paid me. I suck at driving enough as it is. Flying? No thank you.

-"Toothless isn't his property any more than he is Toothless' property" is a reference to another fic on this site, _Broken._

-"...as if I were to work my will with him" is a paraphrase on a line in Jack London's _White Fang._ I can't remember for the life of me the exact quote, unfortunately.

-Hiccup learned a valuable lesson at that point in the movie, huh? Don't ever use a cheat sheet, or you might just end up falling off the back of a dragon to your death.

-"Sambo" is short for Samozashchita Bez Oruzhiya, which means "self-defense without weapons." It's a sport/close quarters combat technique that was developed in the Red Army following the First World War.

-Toothless flicking Rick with his ear is a throwback to what he did to Hiccup for not concentrating in the movie.

To be fair, cliff faces _do_ seem to have a tendency of jumping out of nowhere. So do planes. They hide behind bushes and jump out when you're trying to taxi.

-That unfortunately is not my greatest prank to date. Sure, there's the taping down the spray nozzle on the sink trick, the thing with the sugar, the classic squishy, etc... but my masterpiece is going to be one involving an order from Wendy's and a tube full of Wasabi.

Not that I'm not proud of the thing with the blazin' wings from Buffalo Wild Wings. I'm not a nice person, am I?

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter Sexteen<strong>

-"Oh Be A Fine Girl, Kiss Me" is a mnemonic used to remember seven stellar classifications: OBAFGKM. There were once three others that were more popular, but they've fallen out of favor, I think. It was once OBAFGKMRNS, or "Oh Be A Fine Girl/Guy, Kiss Me Right Now Smack!"

There are a few others: "Oh Boy An F Grade Kills Me", or "Only Bad Astronomers Forget Generally Known Mnemonics." On this classification, O-type stars tend to have a surface temperature around the 50,000 Kelvin range, and M-type stars are in the 3,000's, if I'm remembering right. The sun is a G-type star, so it's actually lower on the surface heat scale, averaging at roughly 5,800 K, as previously mentioned.

-"Projection" is a defense mechanism for the psyche. It involves the projection of unwanted feelings onto other people. Rick actually wasn't projecting too much in this story, save for thinking most of the others hated him, when, in reality, Meatlug and Snotlout were probably the only ones that did. He was going through regression, which, as mentioned, leads to a near child-like state when dealing with emotions, and in regards to what happened with Fishlegs, that was displacement. He said he hit Fishlegs and saw himself. In other words, he was taking his anger out on someone else.

TL;DR: You can thank Freud for this story.

-Altitude and azimuth are used to direct attention to certain stars, mainly. Altitude of a star can go no higher than your zenith, the point directly above your head, which is about 90 degrees up from the horizon. Azimuth goes 360 degrees, as it focuses on the compass direction, or using the horizon around you to tell a direction. So, if a star's azimuth is due east, then there are 90 degrees between North and East if you're looking at the compass rose from above. Due south, and it's 180 degrees. West- 270 degrees, NE is about 45 degrees, etc. So, if someone says, "Look half up, due east," you're being told to look 90 degrees from North, 45 degrees up in the sky.

It's obviously not 100% accurate. You estimate. Get around where the star looks, and you're fine.

-"Guana Name-Butcher" is a reference to Cke...Ceekeye...C...

An author here with a name that I'm sure I'm going to butcher: Cke1st...? Yeah, that sounds close-ish. It's a reference to his story, _Lightning and Death Itself._

You know, now that I think about it, I might have been right. Or is it Ceke1st? Sorry, I have no idea.

-"2 months and three days, about" is a reference to William Faulkner's _As I Lay Dying._

"'Twenty-eight foot, four and a half inches, about,' Cash says."

-The constellation Leo is a Lion. In _Okami_, the Brush God Gekigami is a Tiger.

-Ursa Major is the Big Bear. Din is the Goddess of Power in _Zelda._ Just make the connection between the bear and power.

-Auriga is the charioteer. Kazegami is the Brush God of wind, and takes the form of a horse in _Okami._

-The constellation Draco is a dragon. Akatosh takes the form of a dragon according to _Skyrimjob._

-"He had that authoritah" is a reference to _South Park._

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter Sebenteen<strong>

-You've gotta love Frederick Douglass.

-Awww, he loves Hiccup and Toothless.

-Amaterasu takes the form of a white wolf with red markings in the video game _Okami._ The word "Okami" means either Great God, (yes, you play as God) or wolf, depending on how you write it.

-Rick saying he was atheist, but he didn't disrespect people who were theist, is basically saying he's the kind of atheist I admire: Someone that says, "I don't share your belief, but I will respect it."

-Five Finger Fillet is the knife game. You stab between your fingers as fast as you can. If you hit a finger, you lose the game and more likely than not, a lot of blood. I do not recommend that activity. It's not a good activity.

-Fishlegs didn't really hate Rick so much as he was afraid of him.

-If the barbs are anything like bullets, then they cause more damage when they don't go through the body. First of all, the barbs are supposed to be poisonous, and if you had a through and through, it stands to reason that you'd be less exposed to the toxins. If the barb stays inside you, however, you're not only getting more toxins, but the more you move around, the worse the injury will get.

-I found out later that the Nadders apparently like poultry more than fish. You guys, I'm just a man. I'm the same guy that mistook an Espeon for an Umbreon for, like, six chapters in a story once.

-I might add an extra chapter about that backfired prank one day.

-The Zippleback, according to the logic of this story, is like coinjoined twins. It's an absolute nightmare trying to figure out if conjoined twins are one person, or two people. The "Ow, my head!" thing is a reference to an actual story of conjoined twins. Someone touched one on the head, and the other said, "Stop touching my head!" She wasn't watching. Conjoined twins can almost make philosophy stop working.

-"''unbuild' translates to 'destroy'" is a reference to Minnesotaburns trying to unban an xbox 360. He successfully unbanned it. I think he used either a hammer, axe, or both.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter Ateteen<strong>

- As Rick said, if you stay in one hemisphere, circumpolar constellations will not dip below the horizon. The northern circumpolar constellations are Ursa Major, Ursa Minor, Cassiopeia, Cepheus, Draco, and Camelopardalis.

-La Croce di Firenze literally means "The Cross of Florence." It's completely nonsensical in that it isn't a constellation.

-I'm an occasional Catholic, but if I were to go to someone's house and that someone happened to pray to Allah before dinner or something, and they asked me to join, I'd do so without hesitation. I know where my beliefs lie, so why would doing something that may make someone comfortable be considered wrong? Moreover, what all loving God could show disdain to someone that has another belief, or a different sexual preference?

-That Astrid can kick anyone's ass but chooses not to basically makes her the personification of Sweden. You do NOT mess with Sweden. They have the ability to fuck with anybody they want, but they choose not to. Get it?

-The cloud Rick mentions is the recently discovered Hercules-Corona Borealis Great Wall. At ten billion light years across, it is the largest structure in the known universe to yet be found. It provides evidence of the cosmic web theory, and it causes big problems for the currently accepted evolution of the universe. It's been believed to be about 14 billion years old... but at ten billion years, this structure would have formed when the Universe was about 3.8 billion years old... which is not nearly enough time for something of that size to form.

There is currently no existing Universal Evolution model to explain how this immense beast formed. My problem with the Cosmic Web theory is, it suggests the Universe is endless. However, if it's infinite, then the Universe can not expand, because for it to be able to expand, it would have to become bigger than infinity, which is not possible. Perhaps it exists on an incredibly large scale, and is infinite in that we will never see the "edge" of it, but... I believe it's finite in nature, constantly getting larger, and that's why it's called infinite.

-Yes, if you're wondering, I hate all bigoted/racist people.

-The constellation Ikojufuiiln or however I spelt it does not exist. I just made that name up.

-"Eyjafjallajökull" is the name of a volcano in Iceland.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter Neineteen<strong>

-"The One Finger Rule" is a reference to _Two and a Half Men._

-Ice Cream cake is Satan.

-Cozy is how my Dad's house was described by his friends when they were trying to reassure him about the purchase. "Oh, it's... cozy, (Name)." He just shook his head and said, "Yeah? Cozy's just another word for 'small.'"

-I think the only time I've ever seen Mike Rowe throw up was when he was sharking on the Atlantic. He projectile vomited over the port side of the boat, spit for good measure, and then without missing a beat, he said, hoarsely, "Sharking... on the Atlantic. That's a dirty job."

You can find it on googletube if you search "Dirty Jobs- Puking in Primetime." First result.

-"Dirty Jobs with Rick Miller" is a reference to _Dirty Jobs with Mike Rowe._ It was also the original name for this chapter.

-The Nadder used one of its barbs to slice through the hankerchief, is what I was trying to get at.

-"I could probably count on that one trembling hand" is a reference to a _Red Dead Redemption_ story on this site, _Five Fingers._

-Melli is not a reference to Milly from the _Fallout_ stories, if you're wondering. The name is a reference to the French girl Melisande in King Vidor's silent film, _The Big Parade._ It's credited with inspiring the movie rendition of _All Quiet on the Western Front._ It's an excellent movie, I'd give it a watch if you can.

To avoid confusion, Melisande is _not_ a Deadly Nadder in the movie. Yes, I'm being disingenuous.

-"...there is nothing stronger than the bond between a dragon and rider" is a reference to what Sly said about the bond between a Latios and Latias at the end of _The Angels Rejoiced Last Night._

-"FV" stands for "Fishing Vessel." If you're wondering, "SS" when used in a boat's name stands for "Steam Ship", and "HMS" stands for "His/Her Majesty's Ship."

Great Britain likes that last one.

-The ship name, the _Bellipotent,_ is a reference to the ship Billy Budd works on in Herman Melville's novella, _Billy Budd._ Your eponymous character is impressed upon the HMS Bellipotent after having been impressed upon the ship, "The Rights-Of-Man," which is a reference to an earlier Thomas Paine work.

-"And that's the truth" is a reference to Edith Ann from _Sesame Street._ For the record, I have next to no recollection of _Sesame Street._

-Again, "It's positively therapeutic" is a reference to Bing Crosby and Louis Armstrong's rendition of "Now You Has Jazz."

* * *

><p><strong>Though this story's marked as "Complete," I may come back and add an extra chapter on another time. I'm not sure of what a Christmas one-shot would be like, but I'll give her a shot. I'll add more "The Stuff You May Have Missed" on at the end of those extras if I make them.<strong>

**I'm leaning towards starting ****_The Hourglass _next. If you like Majora's Mask, and are interested in more of the disasters I call stories, stick around. If you'd rather I do the _Rejoiced _sequel first, let me know.**


End file.
